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INTRODUCTION: 


HOW  TO  MAKE  THE  CHINESE  EXPLODE 
BY  PSYCHIC  POWER 


Like  most  Oriental  races,  the  Chinese  can  be  made  to  ex- 
plode if  the  right  procedures  are  followed.     This  fact  will 
astonish  Western  readers,  for  it  is  perhaps  the  best-kept  se- 
cret of  the  old  Eastern  cultures.     I  am  privileged  to  be  able 
to  divulge  to  you  for  the  first  time  all  that  is  known  about 
this  phenomenon. 

Orientals  generally  —  and  the  Chinese  in  particular  — 
are  at  certain  times  of  the  day  or  night  very  nearly  air- 
tight.    They  neither  eat,  drink,  speak,  void  bodily  waste, 
nor  break  wind,  and  their  respiratory  rate  is  so  low  as  to  be 
almost  unnoticeable.     Typically  (but  not  exclusively),  this 
condition  exists  during  the  second  hour  following  a  large 
meal  or  during  the  middle  part  of  the  individuals  normal  cy- 
cle of  sleep.     At  such  times  it  is  possible  to  induce  suffi- 
cient internal  pressure  to  cause  the  victim  to  blow  up,  much 
like  a  balloon  or  tire. 

The  technique  of  inducing  such  explosions  can  be  traced 
back  to  an  ancient  martial  art  that  has  never  been  written 
about  in  the  West  and  which  is  unknown  even  to  the  vast  ma- 
jority of  modern  Chinese.     This  martial  art  is  called  go-wai 
kwik. 

Go-wai  kwik  is  believed  to  have  been  perfected  in  the 
4th  or  5th  century  A.D. ,  during  the  turbulent  period  between 
the  Han  and  Sui  dynasties,  when  China  was  divided  into  three 
warring  kingdoms.     Thousands  of  deaths  may  have  been  the 
work  of  go-wai  kwik  masters,  who,  not  surprisingly,  were  e- 
normously  wealthy.     As  a  class,  they  were  notoriously  mer- 
cenary, giving  their  loyalty  to  whoever  was  willing  to  pay 
the  highest  price  for  their  services,  and  this  factor  led  to 
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their  increasing  unpopularity  and  eventual  downfall.  Under 
the  Sui  dynasty,  which  reunited  China,  go-wai  kwik  was 
banned,  and  its  practitioners  could  be  put  to  death.  Those 
who  were  not  executed  or  imprisoned  went  into  exile  to  save 
themselves.     In  addition,  many  innocent  people,  falsely  ac- 
cused, were  executed  or  imprisoned  in  a  wave  of  hysteria 
like  that  of  the  Salem  witch  trials.     It  was  not  uncommon 
for  a  vengeful  person  to  murder  a  servant  or  peasant,  scat- 
ter the  pieces  of  the  body  about  to  simulate  the  effects  of 
induced  explosion,  and  point  an  accusing  finger  at  his  ene- 
my.    The  same  thing  could  be  done  to  a  body  deceased  from 
natural  causes.     Understandably,  the  entire  art  form  was  e- 
ventually  completely  suppressed.     Centuries  later,  the  whole 
subject  of  go-wai  kwik  gradually  passed  from  fact  to  folk- 
lore, and  even  the  scholars  of  the  day  did  not  believe  in 
it. 

Today  there  are  no  self-proclaimed  masters  of  go-wai 
kwik  anywhere  in  the  world,  yet  from  time  to  time,  curious 
explosions  take  place  among  the  Chinese,  which  suggest  that 
this  lethal  martial  art  is  still  being  practiced. 

As  with  other  forms  of  psychic  power,  such  as  psycho- 
kinesis,  individuals  vary  in  their  potential,  and  it  is  on- 
ly by  long  practice  that  the  high-potential  individual  can 
become  an  adept  master  of  go-wai  kwik.     I  shall  now  set 
forth  the  actual  technique  of  this  art  form,  and  what  fol- 
lows is  intended  for  informational  purposes  only.     I  do  not 
endorse  any  illegal  act,  nor  do  I  accept  any  responsibility 
for  deaths  resulting  from  the  application  of  this  knowledge. 

Step  One:  The  intended  victim  should  be  targeted  at  a 
time  when  he  is  most  airtight   (see  second  paragraph).  Ideal- 
ly, he  should  be  stationary,   i.e.,  lying  down,  sitting  qui- 
etly, or  standing  in  one  place.     (In  theory,  it  is  possible 
to  explode  the  victim  even  if  he  is  moving,  but  only  an  ad- 
vanced go-wai  kwik  master  can  do  this.) 

Step  Two:  The  victim  must  be  clearly  visible  and  should 
be  within  a  range  of  50  feet.     A  clear  front  view  or  back 
view  is  best.     (Again,  in  theory,  a  victim  can  be  exploded 
at  a  greater  distance  or  with  only  a  profile  view,  but  it 
takes  an  advanced  master  to  do  it.)     Please  note:  clothing, 
window  glass,  and  even  suits  of  armor  are  no  protection  to 
the  victim. 

Step  Three:  Psychic  power  must  now  be  focused  on  the 
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victim.     A  state  of  extreme  concentration  and  clarity  is  the 
key.     This  must  combine  intense  hatred  for  the  victim  and 
the  certainty  that  he  will  explode.     This  energy  should  be 
visualized  as  a  narrow  cone  of  light,  with  its  base  within 
your  head  and  its  apex  within  the  victim1 s  body.     (For  a 
front  view,  aim  for  the  solar  plexus;  for  a  back  view,  aim 
for  the  middle  of  the  back.     Do  not  attempt  a  side  shot  un- 
til you  have  more  experience.)     This  cone  of  light  must  be 
focused  for  a  period  of  3-5  minutes,  during  which  time  an 
imagined  sound  must  build  to  a  crescendo.     The  sound  may  be 
something  like  a  siren,  the  screech  of  a  machine,  the  throb- 
bing of  a  motor,  or  anything  that  comes  naturally  to  you  and 
which  you  feel  best  represents  your  projected  psychic  power. 
Acting  together,  the  cone  of  light  and  the  crescendo  of 
sound  become  the  instrument  by  which  the  air  within  the 
victim Ts  body  will  expand  violently. 

Step  Four:  During  the  final  minute  of  this  concentrated 
psychic  light  and  sound,  a  death  word  or  death  phrase  must 
be  invoked  and  repeated  silently.     A  single  word  like  "Ex- 
plode" or  "Die"  may  suffice.     If  the  victim1 s  name  is  known, 
by  all  means,  use  it.     For  example:   "Explode,  Ying  Cheng" 
or  "Die,  Ming  Wong."    This  death  phrase  has  the  value  of  mak- 
ing one's  hatred  personal  and  specific  and  thereby  establish- 
ing a  lethal  link  between  two  individual  personalities. 
(Note:  it  is  for  this  reason  that  go-wai  kwik  is  not  used  a- 
gainst  inanimate  objects,  although  it  has  sometimes  been  used 
successfully  against  pets.) 

I  said  before  that  curious  explosions  among  the  Chinese 
were  evidence  of  the  use  of  go-wai  kwik.     It  should  be  not- 
ed, however,  that  just  as  Caucasians  and  blacks  have  been 
known  to  burst  into  flames  spontaneously,  Chinese  have  been 
known  to  explode  spontaneously  as  well.     This  may  be  the  re- 
sult of  a  psychological  disturbance  on  the  part  of  an  indi- 
vidual with  self-destructive  tendencies  during  a  susceptible 
period  of  airt ightness .     For  example,  spontaneous  explosion 
may  come  about  in  sleep  as  the  result  of  a  nightmare  of 
self-directed  hostility.     Such  deaths  are  considered  a  dis- 
grace among  the  Chinese  and  are  inevitably  hushed  up  by  the 
family  and  attributed  to  other  causes,  such  as  heart  attack, 
epileptic  seizure,  dyspepsia,  gout,  and  so  forth. 

It  should  be  obvious,  based  on  all  that  has  been  said, 
that  the  use  of  go-wai  kwik  would  constitute  the  perfect 
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crime.     In  the  first  place,  there  is  no  way  to  prove  any 
physical  connection  between  the  practitioner  and  his  victim, 
because,  in  fact,  there  isn't  any.     And  in  the  second  place, 
aside  from  readers  of  this  article  and  the  handful  of  living 
go-wai  kwik  masters,  no  one  on  this  continent  even  knows 
that  such  power  exists. 
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"My  God... my  God..."  muttered  Judge  O'Driscoll  to  him- 
self.    "Oh,  no... my  God...."     His  hands  trembled  as  he  turned 
the  pages  of  a  slick,  full-color  magazine  called  Hot  Sluts. 
Here  were  photos  that  clearly  showed .. .men rs  penises  going 
into  women's  vaginas!    Yes,  you  could  actually  see  them,  with 
no  blocked  views,  air-brushing,  or  black-outs!     And  that  was- 
n't all!     You  could  also  see  women  sucking  on  penises,  pen- 
ises  going  into  anuses,  women  sucking  each  other's  clits,  wo- 
men using  dildoes,  and  men  ejaculating!     Was  there  no  limit 
to  the  depravity  of  which  men  were  capable?    Was  there  no  li- 
mit to  the  dehumanizat ion  of  women? 

Judge  O'Driscoll  had  not  yet  discovered  the  limits,  but 
he  kept  searching  for  them.     In  his  persistence  and  single- 
mindedness,  he  was  a  veritable  Columbus.     He  sat  in  his  old 
armchair  in  his  basement  study,  with  a  large  cardboard  box 
on  each  side  of  him.     The  box  on  the  right  was  half-full  of 
magazines  yet  to  be  examined;  the  box  on  the  left  was  half- 
full  of  magazines  he  had  already  examined.     The  process  of 
examination  was  painstakingly  slow  and  undeniably  unpleasant, 
but  no  job  was  too  dirty  for  Judge  O'Driscoll.     The  same  was 
true  of  the  morality  squad,  which  had  collected  the  evidence 
and  pored  over  it  until  sweat  came  to  each  brow  and  the  eyes 
became  bloodshot  with  strain.     Then  it  was  the  Crown  Attor- 
ney's turn,  and  he,  too,  had  thumbed  every  page  of  every  ma- 
gazine in  order  to  confirm  the  findings  of  the  officers. 
How  they  all  labored,  often  late  into  the  night,  going  with- 
out food  and  sleep  and  the  comforts  of  family.     Readers,  I 
hope  you  appreciate  all  that  these  men  do  for  us,  fighting 
heroically  against  the  tide  of  evil  that  threatens  to  engulf 
us . 

The  judge's  wife  called  down  gently  from  the  top  of  the 
basement  steps.     "Bill,  dear,  it's  rather  late.     Won't  you 
come  to  bed?" 
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"Yes,   in  a  minute."     The  judge  placed  the  copy  of  Hot 
Sluts  in  the  carton  on  the  left.     His  hands  still  trembled 
slightly.     He  closed  the  flaps  of  the  carton  and  came  up  the 
stairs,  taking  each  step  carefully  and  steadying  himself 
with  the  banister.     His  wife  stood  waiting  for  him,  a  con- 
cerned look  on  her  face. 

"I  wish  you  wouldn't  work  so  late." 

"I'm  sorry,  Mary,  but  it's  an  important  case,  and 
there's  a  lot  of  evidence  to  look  at." 

She  put  her  hand  on  his  arm.     "Well,  come  up  to  bed  now. 
We'll  have  a  tot  of  brandy  and  watch  the  news." 

"I,  uh...I  think  I'll  just  check  on  the  chickens  for  a 
minute. " 

She  forced  a  gentle  smile  and  did  not  say  what  she 
thought.     "Well,  don't  be  too  long." 
1  won  t . 

He  turned  on  the  backyard  light  and  stepped  out  from 
the  kitchen,  closing  the  screen  door  quickly  to  keep  the 
flies  out.     They  lived  outside  the  city  limits,  in  an  area 
of  farmland  and  woods,  with  old  houses  widely  separated  from 
each  other.     The  O'Driscoll  house  was  a  plain  two-storey 
house  on  a  half-acre  plot  surrounded  on  three  sides  by  corn- 
fields.    The  backyard  was  a  large  expanse  of  ragged  lawn 
with  a  dirt  driveway,  a  garage,  and  an  old  wooden  shed.  As 
one  stepped  outside  at  night,  the  yellow  light  above  the 
back  door  cast  a  dim  illumination  that  reached  as  far  as  the 
wire  fence,  and  beyond  the  first  stalks  of  corn  the  night 
was  pitch  black. 

O'Driscoll  walked  toward  the  shed,  which  served  as  a 
chicken  coop.     Yes,  a  chicken  coop  —  a  quaint  touch  of 
country  living  for  one  who,  at  heart,  hated  the  city,  and 
which,  although  an  expense,  supposedly  paid  for  itself  with 
the  few  small  eggs  laid  by  the  neurotic  chickens.     The  coop 
was  not  a  proper  coop,  and  perhaps  the  chickens  were  not 
proper  chickens  either.     However,  the  shed  was  proper  enough 
to  keep  the  chickens  in  when  so  desired  and  to  afford  O'Dris- 
coll privacy  when  he  was  inside  with  them. 

As  he  entered,  the  chickens  clucked  nervously.  He 
closed  the  door  behind  him  and  turned  on  a  15-watt  red  light 
bulb.     (He  explained  to  Mary  that  chickens  liked  red  light.) 
He  stepped  closer  to  the  roosts,  eyeing  his  little  beauties 
in  turn.     He  had  about  a  dozen  of  them  at  any  given  time. 
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(Only  he  knew  exactly  how  many.     They  were  his  birds  more 
than  MaryTs.)     They  were  underweight  and  had  a  look  in  their 
eyes  like  that  of  a  chain-smoking,  alcoholic,  anorexic  divor- 
cee on  speed. 

"Hello,  babies .. .hello ,  babies,"  O'Driscoll  said  softly 
as  he  reached  down  to  pat  a  few  of  the  birds.     He  thought 
Helen  looked  the  most  amenable  tonight,  so  he  picked  her  up 
and  sat  down  on  the  plain  wooden  chair  under  the  red  light 
with  her  on  his  lap.     Helen  picked  at  his  shirt  button.  He 
stroked  the  bird.     "Helen,  sweetie. .. try  to  understand ....  I 
think  you  can  understand...."     He  unzipped  his  fly  and  pulled 
out  his  cock.     He  forced  Helen  to  sit  on  it.     She  felt  warm, 
and  her  feathers  were  soft.     "I  think  you  understand,"  he 
said  to  her.     "I  will  not  pollute  Mary.     Not  my  Mary.  ItTs 
better  that  I  pollute  you.     Itfs  best  this  way.     It's  in  ev- 
eryone's best  interest. ..  .Mmm:  .  .yeah,  ..yeah. .  .unh. ... He 
rubbed  Helen  up  and  down  on  his  hard  cock  for  a  while.  Then 
he  reached  for  the  tube  of  petroleum  jelly  he  kept  in  the 
drawer  of  the  old  workbench.     He  greased  his  cock  and  insert- 
ed it  into  the  squawking  chicken,  which  flapped  its  wings  in 
vain  to  get  away.     Yes,  it  was  better  for  sin  to  go  into  a 
chicken  than  into  the  one  he  loved.     The  other  chickens  re- 
treated into  the  shadows  and  observed  with  dumb,  amazed  eyes 
the  strange  motions  of  their  coop-mate,  going  up  and  down  on 
the  fleshy  root  of  their  lord  and  master.     "Hush  up,  Helen!" 
O'Driscoll  demanded  of  the  complaining  bird.     His  cock 
plunged  deeper  and  deeper  into  her  hole  until  she  was  nearly 
paralyzed  with  pain.     "You  won't  tell... you  won't  tell..." 
he  gasped  over  and  over.     And  then  he  came  in  a  spasm,  shoot- 
ing his  load  into  Helen,  who  revived  long  enough  to  let  out 
a  loud  and  unnatural  squawk.     His  hands  gripped  her  throat 
as  he  shot  the  last  of  his  juice  into  her.     "You  won't  tell, 
you  fuckin'  bitch!"    And  he  squeezed  her  throat  hard,  cut- 
ting off  her  air.     Helen  thrashed  reflexively  for  what  seemed 
like  forever,  until  finally  she  stopped  and  hung  limp  in  his 
hands.     Her  hole  oozed  with  blood  and  fecal  matter. 

O'Driscoll  dropped  the  bird,  wiped  his  cock  with  a  foil- 
wrapped  towelette,  and  did  himself  up.     He  was  genuinely  sor- 
ry to  have  strangled  Helen,  but  it  was  better  this  way.  He 
wrapped  her  in  some  newspaper  and  carried  her  out  to  the 
trash  can.     He  would  tell  his  wife  that  he  had  found  the 
chicken  dead.     Yes,  a  stray  cat  had  somehow  gotten  her. 
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The  judge  stood  in  his  backyard  for  a  few  moments  — 
his  dimly-lit  island  surrounded  by  cornfields  and  darkness. 
He  could  hear  the  crickets  chirp  and  the  stalks  of  corn  brush 
gently  against  the  wire  fence  in  the  warm  breeze.     Out  there, 
beyond  the  fence,  was  the  community  that  he  served,  a  commun- 
ity that  had  standards,  even  when  they  were  fast  asleep.  He 
was  their  spokesman  as  well  as  their  defender.     And  standing 
there  in  momentary  contemplation  beneath  a  sky  full  of  con- 
stellations too  far  away  to  appreciate  the  struggles  of  mere 
mortals  against  evil,  he  thought  a  fragmentary  thought,  which 
was  something  like  a  prayer  but  not  quite,  the  gist  of  which 
was  that  he  knew  he  was  not  perfect,  but  that  he  always  did 
the  best  he  could.     And  thus  unburdened  to  his  God,  he  re- 
turned to  his  house  and  turned  off  the  backyard  light.  The 
moths  slammed  against  the  screen  door  in  much  confusion,  and 
all  was  dark  again. 

Crown  Attorney  Edwin  Mintz  had  been  bullied  throughout 
his  school  years.     In  kindergarten  he  had  been  pushed  out  of 
the  sandbox  by  a  girl  and  went  away  crying.     Throughout  pri- 
mary school  he  was  shy  and  unpopular.     He  did  not  wipe  his 
ass  properly  and  constantly  smelled  of  shit.     He  worried  con- 
stantly about  making  mistakes  in  class.     Losing  a  pencil  was 
enough  to  make  him  hysterical.     He  had  a  nervous  stomach  and 
threw  up  a  lot.     In  junior  high  school  he  developed  an  over- 
powering fear  of  authority  figures.     He  desperately  strove 
to  be  perfectly  obedient.     He  worked  slavishly  at  his  lessons 
—  not  out  of  any  desire  to  learn  but  to  ingratiate  himself 
with  his  teachers.     When  he  was  once  left  "in  charge"  of  his 
social  studies  class  during  a  brief  absence  by  the  teacher, 
he  reported  to  her  later  that  23  out  of  the  24  students  had 
gotten  out  of  their  seats,  laughed,  or  used  bad  words.  In 
his  eyes,  the  Principal  was  a  terrifying  figure  —  a  myster- 
ious god  of  unlimited  power  who  could  destroy  a  person  with 
the  stroke  of  a  pen.     In  high  school  he  was  the  victim  of 
horrible  pranks  in  the  locker  room  during  gym  classes.  He 
was  the  last  to  be  picked  for  any  team  sport.     He  brought  nu- 
merous notes  from  home  excusing  him  from  strenuous  activi- 
ties.    The  only  thing  that  saved  him  from  constant  bullying 
in  his  other  classes  was  the  fact  that  he  was  streamed  into 
the  advanced  classes,  which  consisted  mainly  of  owlish  intro- 
verts like  himself.     He  never  went  on  a  date.     His  yearbook 
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photo  showed  a  homely  18-year-old  with  glasses  and  acne.  In 
college  he  was  caught  masturbating  by  his  roommates  and  be- 
came the  butt  of  jokes  throughout  the  dormitory.     He  hid  por- 
nographic novels  under  his  mattress.     The  first  time  he  was 
alone  with  a  girl  in  her  room,  he  talked  for  two  hours  about 
moral  values  and  how  disgusting  and  immature  all  the  other 
college  men  were,  and  then  he  went  home  without  even  kissing 
her  and  masturbated  frantically  (and  with  much  guilt)  while 
imagining  raping  her.     He  married  the  first  girl  who  ever 
gave  him  a  hand  job.     Her  father  was  the  dean  of  the  law 
school  in  which  Mintz  intended  to  enroll.     Mintz  was  com- 
pletely terrified  of  him  and  felt  compelled  to  marry  the  girl 
because  they  were  sleeping  together. 

Mintz fs  fear  of  authority  figures  continued  until  he  se- 
cured a  job  as  a  Crown  Attorney  (thanks  to  the  influence  of 
his  father-in-law).     Now  he  was  an  authority  figure  himself. 
Alone  in  his  office,  he  would  stand  as  tall  as  he  could,  as- 
sume a  stern  countenance,  and  practice  saying  such  things  as 
"It  is  the  duty  of  the  court  to  protect  society  from  persons 
like  this!"  or  "This  is  the  most  despicable  crime  I  have  ever 
encountered!"  or  "Nothing  less  than  a  long  prison  sentence 
will  compensate  society  for  the  injury  inflicted  upon  it!" 
He  would  stand  before  an  empty  chair  and  glare  at  its  imagi- 
nary occupant.     "I  suppose  you  think  we're  stupid  enough  to 
believe  your  lies!"     "So  you  admit  to  having  taken  drugs,  do 
you?"     "Just  answer  the  question  —  yes  or  no!"     "Do  you  know 
what  the  penalty  for  perjury  is?"    He  had  learned  to  speak  so 
as  to  instill  terror  in  a  witness.     And  he  had  learned  to 
wipe  himself  so  thoroughly  that  one  could  lick  his  asshole  — 
if  it  should  be  necessary. 

Mintz  stood  before  Judge  0TDriscoll,  dossier  in  hand. 
The  defendant,  Fenton,  was  accused  of  assault.     He  had  count- 
ercharged the  three  young  men  with  whom  hefd  been  in  a  fight. 
The  incident  had  come  about  this  way:  Fenton,  who  was  married 
with  two  small  children,  was  up  late  one  night  pasting  up  the 
pages  of  the  film  review  magazine  he  produced  as  a  hobby. 
His  upstairs  neighbor,  an  alcoholic  divorcee  with  whom  he  did 
not  get  along,  was  having  a  loud  party  with  the  three  young 
men.     Fenton  went  out  to  the  foyer  and  called  up  to  them  to 
quiet  down.     The  four  of  them  came  out,  quite  drunk,  words 
were  exchanged,  and  the  three  men,  eager  to  impress  upon 
their  hostess  their  attributes  of  virility  and  courage, 
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jumped  on  Fenton  together  and  began  to  punch  him.  Fenton 
shook  them  off  and  threw  one  of  them  against  the  radiator, 
knocking  him  out  momentarily.     Their  ratio  of  superiority 
thus  reduced  to  2-to-l,  the  other  young  men  retreated.  Their 
hostess  called  the  police.     The  four  of  them  swore  identical 
informations  to  the  effect  that  Fenton  had  provoked  the  fight 
by  yelling  insults  up  at  the  hostess,  who  was  having  "a  quiet 
evening  with  friends,"  and  that  when  the  three  visitors 
stepped  out  to  calm  him  down,  he  went  berserk  and  attacked 
them  for  no  reason.     Entered  into  evidence  was  a  photo  of  the 
one  who  had  been  thrown  against  the  radiator,  showing  an  ugly 
bump  on  the  head.     Fenton  laid  a  countercharge  claiming  that 
they  had  jumped  on  him  and  that  he  was  defending  himself. 

Mintz  stood  as  tall  as  he  could  before  the  accused  in 
the  witness  box,  glaring  at  him.     Behind  Mintz,  in  the  front 
row,  sat  the  three  young  men,  looking  very  clean-cut  and  re- 
spectable, just  the  way  Mintz  himself  had  looked  at  their 
age.     Fenton  was  a  large  fellow,  well  over  200  pounds,  and 
he  had  long  hair  and  a  chipped  tooth.     He  was  also  unemployed 
for  the  time  being,  taking  care  of  the  children  while  his 
wife  worked.     What  further  proof  of  guilt  was  needed? 

"You1 re  a  pretty  big  guy,  Mr.  Fenton,"  said  Mintz  with 
undisguised  hostility.     "How  much  do  you  weigh?" 

"About  two-twenty,  but  what 1 s  that  got — " 

"And  I  suppose  you  could  hit  someone  pretty  hard  if  you 
had  a  mind  to."  Mintz  saw  in  Fenton  every  bully  who  had  ev- 
er tormented  him. 

"I  didnTt  start  it,  they  did!"  complained  Fenton. 

Mintz  smiled  for  effect  and  pointed  to  the  three  young 
men-,  who  sat  with  puppy-like  expressions.     "You  expect  the 
court  to  believe  that  these  fellows,  who  are  smaller  than 
you,  would  attack  you  first?" 

"They  did!" 

"You  threw  one  of  them  against  the  radiator,  didn't 

you!" 

"Yeah." 

"You  could 've  killed  him!"     (No  response  from  Fenton, 
who  was  gritting  his  teeth  in  suppressed  rage.)     "Did  you 
stop  to  think  before  throwing  him  against  the  radiator  that 
such  an  action  might  result  in  death?     Did  you,  Mr.  Fenton?" 

"I  told  you  the  way  it — " 

"Answer  the  question,"  snapped  O'Driscoll. 
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"What?"  said  Fenton,  confused.  "What  do  you  mean,  did 
I  stop  to  think. . .what  kind  of  question  is  that?" 

"ItTs  a  very  simple  question,"  said  O'Driscoll,  his  eyes 
pouring  out  hot  lava  of  contempt. 

Fenton  was  speechless.  He  was  so  indignant  that  words 
failed  him. 

"Never  mind,"  said  Mintz.  "No  further  questions."  He 
closed  his  dossier  and  clutched  it  with  both  hands  in  front 
of  his  chest  in  a  practiced  gesture  that  meant  Case  closed, 

O'Driscoll  excused  the  defendant  from  the  stand  and 
picked  up  his  pen  and  began  to  write  in  vicious  strokes, 
stopping  every  few  seconds  to  glare  at  Fenton.     "It  has  taken 
Man  millions  of  years  to  crawl  out  of  the  muck  and  slime  and 
create  a  veneer  of  civilization...."     (His  voice  now  had  a 
theatrical  quality  and  called  to  mind  the  tone  and  mannerisms 
of  Jose' Ferrer  in  his  most  powerful  moments.)     "It's  a  very 
thin  veneer,  indeed,  and  you,  Mr.  Fenton,  with  your  five- 
hundred-pound  brand  of  justice,  have  managed  to  strip  it  away 
in  the  space  of  a  minute!"    Fenton  stood  livid  with  hatred 
for    this  judge,  wondering  at  the  same  time  who  would  baby- 
sit for  his  children  with  him  in  jail  and  his  wife  at  work. 
"I  find  you  guilty  of  assault,  Mr.  Fenton.     You'll  do  sixty 
days  in  jail,  plus  six  months  of  probation...."  O'Driscoll 
enumerated  the  terms  of  the  probation  in  slow,  crisp  sylla- 
bles and  concluded  with  a  comment  expressing  regret  that 
Fenton 's  children  had  such  a  hoodlum  for  a  father. 

The  cardboard  box  on  the  left  of  O'Driscoll 's  armchair 
was  nearly  full.     He  had  conscientiously  plowed  through  near- 
ly 130  magazines.     So  far,  he  had  not  found  a  single  one  that 
the  community  would  tolerate.     He  had  not  taken  any  surveys, 
but  he  knew  what  they  thought  nevertheless.     It  was  common 
sense.     You  only  had  to  know  filth  when  you  saw  it. 

When  the  last  magazine  made  the  passage  across  his  lap, 
from  right  to  left,  O'Driscoll  sighed  with  the  fatigue  of  one 
who  has  battled  all  night  against  a  terrible  adversary  and 
emerged  victorious.     He  had  absorbed  more  filth  in  a  few  ev- 
enings than  any  of  his  neighbors  would  see  in  a  lifetime. 
If  they  but  knew,  how  they  would  appreciate  him  then.... His 
mind  wandered. . .back  to  his  school  days,  when  one  of  the  bro- 
thers in  the  Catholic  grammar  school  overheard  him  repeating 
a  dirty  joke  to  a  chum.     The  brother  dragged  him  into  the 
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washroom,  put  a  piece  of  soap  in  his  mouth,  thundered  the 
darkest  curses  of  divine  wrath  into  his  ears,  and  made  him 
kneel  and  pray  for  forgiveness.     Then  the  good  brother  wrote 
a  note  to  0TDriscollfs  parents.     His  mother  burst  into  tears, 
and  his  father  whipped  him  with  a  belt.     O'Driscoll  was  ten 
years  old,  and  he  did  not  even  understand  the  joke  he  had  re- 
peated to  his  chum.     But  from  then  on  he  understood  that  all 
such  things  —  bodily  things  —  were  dirty  in  and  of  them- 
selves, and  that  lifeTs  endless  struggle  was  to  hold  down 
these  thoughts  and  impulses.     Perhaps  they  would  never  go  a- 
way,  but  to  suppress  them  was  as  much  as  God  demanded  of  man. 

It  was  past  midnight,  but  his  wife,  Mary,  was  waiting  up 
for  him  when  he  emerged  from  the  basement.     "Bill..."  she 
said  softly,  seeing  the  strain  in  his  eyes. 

He  put  his  hands  on  her  shoulders.     "I  would  not  pollute 
you,  Mary." 

"Oh,  Bill,  you T re  overworking  yourself.     You  look  pale." 
"I  would  not  pollute  you,"  he  repeated  gravely.     "I  love 
you,  Mary." 

"Of  course,  dear,  and  I  love  you,  too.     Now,  do  come  to 

bed." 

"I . . .yes . . . just  let  me  air  my  mind  out  for  a  few  min- 
utes." 

Mary  sighed.     They  were  too  old  to  change  themselves  or 
each  other,  and  she  would  never  try  to  change  him.     He  had 
his  odd  ways,  true,  but  what  of  it?     She  wouldn't  nag  him  or 
ask  too  many  questions. 

Although  the  night  was  chilly,  he  did  not  put  on  a  jack- 
et, for  he  felt  warm  with  excitement.     He  closed  the  kitchen 
door  behind  him  and  walked  quickly  to  the  backyard  shed.  The 
chickens  reacted  with  some  alarm.     Stupid  birds.     They  still 
werenft  used  to  him  after  all  these  years.     In  the  beginning, 
he  merely  fondled  them.     Later,  he  would  rub  his  cock  against 
them.     Eventually,  he  progressed  to  coming  on  their  under- 
sides.    And  more  recently,  he  yielded  to  the  urge  to  pene- 
trate them. 

"Hello,  dearies,"  he  spoke  to  them.     "Where's  my  Elsie? 
Where's  my  sweet  little  birdie?"    He  picked  his  Elsie  up  from 
her  roost.     Unzipping  his  fly,  he  greased  his  cock  and  began 
forcing  it  into  the  chicken,  which  squawked  loudly.  "Yes, 
yes,  yes,  oh,  Elsie,  oh,  Elsie...."    Feathers  flew  off  her  as 
she  churned  up  and  down  like  a  piston  on  his  cock.     As  he 
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reached  his  climax,  he  squeezed  the  bird's  throat.  "You 
won't  tell!  You  won't  tell!  Yeah,  fuck,  FUCK!..."    A  minute 
later,  the  bird  hung  limp  in  his  hands.     But  this  time  his 
ejaculation  was  not  sufficient  to  let  his  cock  go  down.  He 
needed  something  more.     Poor  Elsie  was  dead,  but  she  could 
still  serve  him.     He  lowered  his  pants  and  greased  his  anus. 
Then  he  took  Elsie's  head  and  pushed  it  inside  slowly.  The 
beak  was  rather  sharp,  but  the  pain  felt  good.     He  could  get 
the  head  all  the  way  in.     He  stood  up  and  took  a  few  tenta- 
tive steps,  with  his  pants  around  his  ankles  and  the  dead 
chicken  hanging  out  of  his  rectum.     His  cock  rose  powerfully. 
He  greased  it  again  and  began  jerking  himself.     This  was  the 
ultimate.     Never  before  had  he  felt  such  a  sensation.  He 
waved  his  throbbing  cock  at  the  other  birds,  pretending  that 
they  were  little  girls  he  was  terrifying.     They  clucked  ner- 
vously, not  understanding  any  of  it.     When  he  came,  his  anal 
sphincter  tightened,  causing  Elsie's  beak  to  hurt  him.  His 
sperm  squirted  all  over  the  other  chickens  —  his  best  ejac- 
ulation ever.     Then  he  felt  faint  for  a  moment  and  sank  to 
his  knees.     His  heart  was  racing,  and  his  breathing  was  much 
too  fast.     He  sat  still  until  he  felt  better.     Then,  knees 
still  wobbly,  he  got  up,  wiped  himself,  and  pulled  his  pants 
up. 

Leaving  the  shed,  he  disposed  of  Elsie  in  the  trash  can, 
as  he  had  done  with  Helen.     The  sky  was  overcast,  and  a  light 
rain  had  begun  to  fall.     He  thought,  This  will  be  good  for 
the  corn.     And  walking  back  to  the  kitchen  door,  he  antici- 
pated thrilling  dreams  —  of  birds  that  turned  into  women  who 
would  never  tell.     The  yellow  light  went  off,  and  the  void  of 
darkness  closed  in  around  the  house.     And  far  beyond  the  rip- 
ening cornfields,  the  community  tucked  themselves  in  for  the 
night,  the  veneer  of  civilization  clutched  tightly  about 
their  necks. 

The  defendant,  Wilberg,  sat  stoically,  expecting  the 
worst,  while  his  lawyer  argued  that  the  magazines  in  question 
would  only  be  beyond  the  tolerance  of  a  minority  of  people, 
who  were  anti-sex.     What  else  could  he  say?     The  law  was  bad 
to  begin  with,  and  O'Driscoll  was  a  stone  wall  on  obscenity 
cases.     They'd  have  a  better  chance  in  the  Court  of  Appeal. 

O'Driscoll  heard  him  out,  then  referred  with  the  slight- 
est glance  to  the  box  of  evidence  on  the  bench  before  him. 
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"I  have  read  these  magazines  and  find  every  one  of  them  to 
be  obscene  according  to  the  community  standards  test.  They 
are  dehumanizing  to  women  and  to  all  of  society.     They  have 
no  redeeming  value.     They  are  not  erotica...."    He  went  on  in 
this  vein  at  some  length,  using  the  word  ''pollution"  several 
times,  and  emphasizing  the  threat  to  the  young.     Then  he  con- 
cluded in  a  fashion  that  shocked  even  Edwin  Mintz,  the  Crown 
Attorney:  "Each  of  these  one  hundred  and  thirty  magazines 
constitutes  a  separate  count  of  obscenity.     The  maximum  pen- 
alty is  two  years  in  prison .. .per  oount.     I  therefore  sen- 
tence you,  Herbert  Wilberg . . . to  two  hundred  and  sixty  years 
in  prison!"    There  was  a  great  murmuring  throughout  the 
courtroom. 

Wilberg 's  lawyer  said  calmly,  "We  intend  to  appeal." 

"Very  well.     In  the  meantime,  bail  is  set  at...."  He 
felt  a  flush  of  fever  and  hesitated  for  a  moment.  "...At 
one  million  dollars."    Wilberg  and  his  lawyer  frowned. 

0TDriscoll  struck  his  gavel. 

"Are  you  not  feeling  well,  dear?"  asked  Mary,  as  her 
husband  climbed  the  stairs  with  difficulty  and  tumbled  into 
bed,  exhausted. 

"I  think  I'm  coming  down  with  something,"  he  said. 

"You  get  right  under  the  covers,  and  I'll  take  your 
temperature." 

The  judge  had  a  moderate  temperature  and  also  complained 
of  malaise  and  a  headache.     By  the  following  morning  he  had  a 
sore  throat.     He  and  his  wife  agreed  that  it  must  be  the  flu. 
With  great  reluctance,  the  Titan  of  Justice  phoned  his  clerk 
to  inform  him  that  he  was  sick  and  did  not  know  when  he'd  be 
back  at  work. 

After  two  days  with  no  improvement,  Mary  O'Driscoll 
called  the  doctor.     Their  regular  doctor,  Dr.  Kelly,  was  out 
of  town,  and  in  his  absence  his  case  load  was  being  handled 
by  a  new  doctor  named  Botiuk,  who  was  eager  to  prove  himself. 
During  the  recent  flu  outbreak  he  had  been  making  house  calls 
every  evening  after  his  regular  office  hours.     He  conducted 
the  usual  examination  and  asked  the  usual  questions.     He  con- 
cluded that  Judge  0TDriscoll  had  the  flu  and  prescribed  rest, 
fluids,  and  aspirin.     Under  the  circumstances,  the  error  was 
predictable. 

Reluctant  to  trouble  young  Dr.  Botiuk  again,  O'Driscoll 
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suffered  for  several  more  days.  His  headaches  became  worse, 
his  fever  persisted,  his  lungs  began  to  fill  with  fluid,  and 
his  eyes  reacted  painfully  to  light. 

On  the  seventh  day,  Mary  O'Driscoll  called  for  an  ambu- 
lance.    The  judge  was  taken  to  a  small  suburban  hospital  and 
fell  into  the  hands  of  an  overworked  young  intern  who  had 
been  running  himself  ragged  during  the  flu  outbreak.     He  ex- 
amined 0TDriscoll  and  diagnosed  his  illness  as  "flu,  with 
respiratory  complications."    0TDriscoll  was  given  a  bed  and 
put  on  oxygen.     His  chart  was  as  good  as  etched  in  stone, 
for  no  one  challenged  the  diagnosis. 

Within  48  hours,  0!Driscoll  became  jaundiced  and  delir- 
ious.    The  intern  became  alarmed.     The  chief  physician  or- 
dered blood  tests,  but  it  was  too  late.     By  the  following 
morning,  O'Driscoll  was  dead.     His  last  words  were,  "I  would 
not  pollute  you,  Mary." 

The  chief  physician  notified  Dr.  Kelly,  who  was  back 
from  his  trip.     The  two  doctors  agreed  that  an  autopsy  was 
required.     However,  Mary  O'Driscoll  was  adamantly  opposed, 
as  she    could  not  bear  the  thought  of  her  Bill  being  cut  open 
like  a  frog  on  a  dissection  tray.     Dr.  Kelly  and  the  chief 
physician  talked  it  over,  and  in  the  end  it  was  decided  that 
the  death  certificate  would  read:  "Pulmonary  insufficiency  — 
influenza,  with  viral  pneumonia  as  complication." 

In  church,  Father  Flaherty  gave  the  most  wonderful  eulo- 
gy, emphasizing  all  the  good  that  William  0TDriscoll  had  done 
for  society  by  upholding  the  laws  of  God  as  well  as  those  of 
Man.     The  mourners  were  many,  including  fellow  judges,  law- 
yers, Crown  Attorneys,  and  the  Attorney  General  himself. 
Then  the  motorcade  of  limousines  took  them  to  the  cemetery, 
and  Father  Flaherty  performed  the  customary  rites  and  com- 
mended Judge  OfDriscoll  to  the  keeping  of  the  Lord.  The 
coffin  was  lowered  into  the  ground,  and  all  present  knew  that 
the  world  had  lost  a  great  figure  —  to  influenza,  of  all 
things . 

But  Judge  O'Driscoll  had  not  died  of  influenza  at  all. 
Instead,  he  had  had  the  unlikely  misfortune  during  his  noc- 
turnal adventures  with  his  feathered  friends  to  cross  paths 
with  one  of  NatureTs  strangest  and  nastiest  little  beasties, 
Chlamydia  psittaoi ,  which  is  bad  enough  when  inhaled  but  even 
worse  when  shoved  up  the  rectum  and  given  a  fast  lane  into 
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the  bloodstream  through  a  tiny  cut.     Chlamydia  psittaci3 
which  is  neither  a  bacterium  nor  a  virus,  but  an  intracellu- 
lar parasite,  is  most  closely  associated  with  parrots  (hence 
the  common  name  "parrot  fever,"  also  known  as  psittacosis); 
however,  it  can  be  carried  by  over  a  hundred  species  of 
birds,  including  poultry.     In  man,  psittacosis  has  flu-like 
symptoms  and  may  lead  to  severe  pneumonia.     An  occasional 
complication  is  meningitis,  as  will  happen  when  Chlamydia 
psittaci  zips  along  through  the  bloodstream  and  reaches  the 
meninges,  the  membranes  enveloping  the  brain. 

If  diagnosed  properly,  psittacosis  can  be  treated  with 
tetracycline.     But,  Readers,  be  not  too  harsh  with  the  doc- 
tors who  erred.     In  their  place,  would  it  have  occurred  to 
any  of  you  that  Judge  William  0TDriscoll  might  have  been 
fucking  chickens  and  shoving  their  heads  up  his  ass?  Probab- 
ly not. 

* 

Mintz  Appointed  Provincial  Judge 

The  Attorney  General  rs  office  today  announced  the  ap- 
pointment of  Edwin  Mintz  as  provincial  judge 3  to  fill  the 
vacancy  left  by  the  death  of  Judge  William  0  TDriscoll  last 
month.     Mintz,  37 has  served  as  a  Crown  Attorney  since  1983 
and  becomes  the  youngest  judge  to  sit  in  Ontario  at  the  pre- 
sent time.     He  is  a  graduate  of  Osgoode  Hall  Law  School  and 
the  son-in-law  of  Seymour  Farber,  Q.C.y  former  dean  of  that 
law  school  and  currently  president  of  the  Law  Society  of  Up- 
peP  Canada. 
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Dear  Seeker  of  Hope, 

This  program  of  meditation  and  instruction  has  been  cre- 
ated to  help  you  prepare  for  your  glorious  Day  of  Castration. 
Starting  today,  and  for  the  next  ten  days,  our  program  will 
guide  you,  step  by  step,  in  your  quest  for  hope,  peace,  and 
enlightenment.     It  has  been  used  successfully  by  many  thou- 
sands of  readers  around  the  world.     A  friend  from  Baltimore 
recently  wrote  us:  "I  want  to  thank  you  for  the  miracle-work- 
ing affirmation  of  faith  contained  in  your  guide.     I  was  once 
arrogant  and  filled  with  sperm.     Now  I  am  a  Eunuch  of  God.  I 
also  have  a  job,  with  my  own  desk  and  parking  space,  and  am 
making  $140  a  week!  Praise  God!" 

If  you  have  a  special  need  for  prayer  during  the  next 
ten  days,  write  or  call  for  help.     Our  address  is  Silent  Uni- 
ty, c/o  Jesus  Packing  House,  24  Ryerson  Ave.,  Toronto,  Ont. 
M5T  2P3.     Our  telephone  number  is  (416)  868-6914.     If  you 
have  no  means  of  paying,  you  may  call  collect.     Silent  Unity 
also  has  a  telephone  service  for  the  deaf:   (416)  861-8222. 
And  our  special  number  for  dyslexics  is:  .  .  ',, (Co?  : J  . 

Day  One 

"My  meat  is  to  do  the  will  of  him  that  sent  me3  and  to  fin- 
ish his  work."  —  John  4:34 

Does  the  prospect  of  change  —  the  loss  of  my  balls  — 
distress  me?  Castration  may  arouse  undesirable  thoughts  and 
feelings  within  me,  for  there  is  certainly  a  desire  to  cling 
to  the  familiar  and  the  known.  However,  changes  come  to  ev- 
eryone, and  I  want  to  make  changes  easily  and  with  a  minimum 
of  stress  and  strain.     And  I  can! 

I  feel  secure  about  making  this  change  when  I  take  the 
attitude  that  my  balls  belong  to  God  and  that  in  giving  them 
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up,  I  am  serving  Him.     To  Him  the  Testicles  and  the  Glory! 

But  the  greatest  change  I  can  make  is  in  my  thinking. 
When  my  thoughts  are  in  accord  with  the  Christ  standard  of 
castration,  they  are  reproduced  as  conditions  in  my  life. 

I  step  out  boldly,  knowing  that  every  change  in  my  life 
is  a  change  for  good.     I  fear  not  castration,  for  God  will 
heal.     Thank  you,  God!     I  welcome  each  new  day  as  an  oppor- 
tunity to  live,  learn,  and  grow. 

Day  Two 

"And  Onan  knew  that  the  seed  should  not  be  his;  and  it  came 
to  pass,  when  he  went  in  unto  his  brother  fs  wife,  that  he 
spilled  it  on  the  ground,   lest  that  he  should  give  seed  to 
his  brother.    And  the  thing  which  he  did  displeased  the  Lord: 
wherefore  he  slew  him  also.  "  —  Genesis  38:9-10 

Instruction  for  Day  Two:  How  the  masturbator  should 

pray: 

M0h,  God,  I  who  am  like  an  oozing,  pus-filled  boil  on 
the  ass  of  a  syphilitic  dog,  I  who  am  worse  than  a  maggot  and 
lower  than  the  dirtiest  slime-mold  in  the  dirtiest  swamp,  I 
who  am  unfit  to  polish  the  toenails  of  a  leper,  forgive  my 
sins.     Relieve  me  of  my  evil,  sperm-filled  balls  and  the  evil 
thoughts  that  dwell  therein.     Cleanse  me,  that  I  may  walk 
meekly  among  my  fellow  man,  head  down,  not  looking  left  or 
right,  as  I  go  to  my  work  or  to  the  shopping  centre.     I  fear 
not  castration,  for  You  will  heal.     Thank  you,  God!" 

The  Bible  tells  us,  "If  thine  eye  offend  thee,  pluck  it 
out."  Should  it  not  also  be  so  with  one's  balls?  Is  it  not 
better  to  go  to  Heaven  without  balls  than  to  go  to  hell  with 
them? 

Day  Three 

"For  there  are  some  eunuchs,  which  were  so  born  from  their 
mother rs  womb:  and  there  are  some  eunuchs,  which  were  made 
eunuchs  of  men:  and  there  be  eunuchs,  which  have  made  them- 
selves eunuchs  for  the  kingdom  of  heaven  rs  sake.     He  that  is 
able  to  receive  it,  let  him  receive  it. "  —  Matthew  19:12 

There  is  an  art  called  "letting  go." 
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Whatever  I  am  uncomfortable  carrying  around  with  me,  I 
let  go.     I  have  better  use  of  my  time  and  energy  than  to 
waste  them  on  my  balls.     What  are  they  but  ugly  sacs  hanging 
below  my  penis?     I  rub  them  off  the  slate  of  my  memory.  I 
let  them  go,  I  forget  them.     I  press  on  toward  the  goal. 

I  rejoice  that  I  can  run  a  lighter,  freer  race.     I  can 
run  a  truer  race  and  be  much  surer  of  my  goal.     My  track 
shorts  will  not  bulge  obscenely,  creating  a  public  distur- 
bance. 

Yes,  today  I  resolve  to  let  go  the  things  that  hinder 
and  instead  propel  myself  forward,  onward,  and  upward.  Even 
now  I  can  almost  feel  myself  lifting  up  toward  Heaven. 

I  fear  not  castration,  for  God  will  heal.     Thank  you, 

God! 

Day  Four 

"For  thus  saith  the  Lord  unto  the  eunuchs  that  keep  my  sab- 
baths, and  choose  the  things  that  please  me,  and  take  hold 
of  my  covenant;  Even  unto  them  will  I  give  in  mine  house  and 
within  my  walls  a  place  and  a  name  better  than  of  sons  and 
of  daughters :  I  will  give  them  an  everlasting  name,  that 
shall  not  be  cut  off.  "  —  Isaiah  56:4-5 

Great  shall  be  my  rewards  when  I  have  given  up  my  balls. 
I  can  show  off  my  "new  look"  in  church,  at  work,  at  the  club, 
at  parties,  and  at  class  reunions.     Even  now  I  imagine  the 
looks  of  admiration.     I  know  that  I  will  be  accepted  by  wo- 
men, envied  by  men,  and  welcomed  to  places  of  privilege.  Au- 
thority figures  will  open  doors  unto  me  that  were  heretofore 
closed.     By  giving  up  my  balls,  I  gain  more  than  I  lose. 
God  does  not  forget  to  reward  the  faithful  eunuch. 

I  cast  out  all  fear,  for  God  will  heal.     Thank  you,  God! 

Day  Five 

"As  it  is  written,  For  thy  sake  we  are  killed  all  the  day 
long;  we  are  accounted  as  sheep  for  the  slaughter . "  — 
Romans  8:36 

Instructions  for  Day  Five: 

Go  down  to  the  slaughterhouse  and  watch  the  cattle  and 
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sheep  being  slaughtered.     Sing  this  song: 

The  cattle  look  lonely 
When  walking  in  the  snow, 
They  only  follow  paths 
Where  they  are  told  to  go. 

The  cattle  look  lonely, 
With  earnest,  begging  eyes, 
The  knives  have  come  out, 
What  a  happy  surprise! 

Ask  an  Indian  to  piss  on  your  face. 

Attend  a  conference  of  feminists.     Apologize  to  all  of 
them,  and  invite  them  to  scourge  your  naked  body  with  a 
flail. 

Attach  weights  to  your  scrotum  with  clothespins  and  burn 
off  your  pubic  hair  with  cigarettes. 
Drink  your  own  urine. 

Day  Six 

"He  was  oppressed,  and  he  was  afflicted,  yet  he  openeth  not 
his  mouth:  he  is  brought  as  a  lamb  to  the  slaughter,  and  as 
a  sheep  before  her  shearers  is  dumb,  so  he  openeth  not  his 
mouth."  —  Isaiah  53:7 

If  my  heart  is  filled  with  acquiescence,  can  I  have  an 
enemy?  No.  Acquiescence  dissolves  all  enmity,  neutralizes 
all  prejudices. 

If  my  heart  is  filled  with  passivity,  my  whole  being 
will  feel  the  uplift,  the  glow,  and  the  divine  energy  that 
passivity  sends  throughout  my  system. 

Passivity  soothes  and  strengthens. 

Acquiescence  is  the  supreme  harmonizer,  the  true  peace- 
maker. 

Passivity  lightens  all  heavy  burdens. 

Acquiescence  smooths  all  rough  roads. 

Passivity  is  the  greatest  force  in  the  universe. 

Through  total  passivity,  I  achieve  total  power  over  my 
life.     I  yield  gladly  to  the  sword.     Emasculation  is  empower- 
ment.    Soon  I  shall  be  castrated!  I  fear  not,  for  God  will 
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heal.     Thank  you,  God! 

Day  Seven 

"For  he  will  finish  the  work3  and  out  it  short  in  righteous- 
ness. "  —  Romans  9:28 

Sometimes  you  may  ask  yourself,  What  do  I  have  to  learn 
from  this  experience? 

Yes,  I  know  you  have  had  experiences  to  meet  that  at 
first  seemed  difficult.     But  have  not  these  experiences 
proved  to  be  instruments  of  growth?     Through  them  you  disco- 
vered new  strength  in  yourself. 

So,  too,  shall  you  discover  new  strength  when  your  balls 
are  cut  off. 

An  example  of  this  new  strength  lies  in  the  work  of  the 
office  worker.     He  sits  all  day  at  his  desk,  taking  care  of 
important  papers  that  are  the  lifeblood  of  the  corporation, 
that  yield  fruit  in  the  harvest.     One  day  he  decides  that  he 
should  have  a  new  chair,  for  he  has  labored  long  and  hard, 
and  he  deserves  one.     He  knocks  on  the  door  of  his  Master  and 
says,  "Master,  I  need  a  new  chair,  that  I  may  serve  thee  bet- 
ter." 

His  Master  replies,  "Show  me  thy  balls,  that  I  may  see 
whether  thou  hast  labored  well." 

The  office  worker  drops  his  pants.     His  Master  says, 
"Thou  hast  not  yet  labored  well  enough  for  a  new  chair.  Go 
now  and  do  not  return  until  thou  hast  justified  thyself." 

The  office  worker  returns  to  his  desk,  defeated  in  his 
heart.     How  can  he  earn  his  Master Ts  respect?    Then  he  is  in- 
spired by  God.     He  goes  to  the  washroom  and  cuts  off  his 
balls.     When  his  wound  is  healed,  he  returns  to  his  Master's 
place  and  knocks  again.     "Master,"  he  says,  "I  have  come  once 
again  to  beseech  thee  for  a  new  chair,  that  I  may  serve  thee 
better." 

His  Master  replies,  "Show  me  thy  balls,  that  I  may  see 
whether  thou  hast  labored  well." 

The  office  worker  drops  his  pants.     His  Master  says, 
"Thou  hast  cut  off  thy  balls.     By  this  do  I  know  that  thou 
art  strong.     Well  done,  thou  good  and  faithful  servant!  Thou 
hast  proved  thy  worth.     Take  my  chair  as  thine  own.  Hence- 
forth, thou  shalt  share  equally  with  me  in  the  fruits  of  the 
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harvest . " 

Day  Eight 

"Seeing  then  that  I  will  out  off  from  thee  the  righteous  and 
the  wicked ,  therefore  shall  my  sword  go  forth  out  of  his 
sheath  against  all  flesh  from  the  south  to  the  north,  "  — 
Ezekiel  21:4 

The  Day  of  Castration  approaches,  but  fear  not,  for  God 
will  heal.     Thank  you,  God! 

Tell  yourself,  I  go  to  meet  my  Castrator.  I  go  to  meet 
my  good. 

No  matter  what  pain  is  to  be  endured,  hold  the  thought: 
I  go  to  meet  my  Castrator.     I  go  to  meet  my  good. 

This  clears  your  mind  and  helps  you  to  meet  your  great 
day  in  a  positive,  fearless  frame  of  mind. 

Fix  this  thought  in  your  mind,  and  it  shall  serve  you 
for  the  rest  of  your  life.     You  will  find  yourself  always 
prepared  to  meet 

stockbrokers 

lawyers 

judges 

insurance  salesmen 
tax  auditors 
Ministers  of  government 
with  poise  and  faith. 

Also  consider  this:  As  you  consciously  go  to  meet  your 
good,  you  will  invariably  find  good  waiting  for  you. 

Day  Nine 

"Behold,  the  Lord,  the  Lord  of  hosts,  shall  lop  the  bough 
with  terror:  and  the  high  ones  of  stature  shall  be  hewn  down, 
and  the  haughty  shall  be  humbled.  "  —  Isaiah  10:33 

Today  I  must  humble  myself  before  the  Castrator  and  kiss 
his  sword.     He  is  the  servant  of  the  Lord  and  the  bringer  of 
peace. 

I  must  likewise  forgive  him  for  the  pain  1  am  to  endure 
tomorrow.  The  greatest  art  is  the  art  of  forgiving.  It  li- 
berates me.     It  cleanses  me.     It  brings  me  peace. 
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Should  I  be  reminded  of  any  unpleasantness,  I  remember: 
"My  balls  have  been  the  cause  of  enough  suffering.     I  no 
longer  give  them  any  place  in  my  life  or  in  my  thinking.  I 
deny  them." 

I  now  fill  my  mind  with  good  thoughts  and  anticipate 
the  good  things  that  lie  beyond  the  pain. 

I  accept  the  peace  and  love  of  the  Castrator.     I  for- 
give utterly,  completely,  gladly,  and  I  also  am  forgiven. 

Once  again  I  kiss  his  sword,  knowing  that  what  he  does 
is  done  for  the  sake  of  righteousness.     I  am  now  ready  to 
give  up  my  balls. 

Day  Ten 

"The  sword  of  the  Lord  is  filled  with  bloody  it  is  made  fat 
with  fatness and  with  the  blood  of  lambs  and  goats ,  with  the 
fat  of  the  kidneys  of  rams:  for  the  Lord  hath  a  sacrifice  in 
Bozrah,  and  a  great  slaughter  in  the  land  of  Idumea.  "  — 
Isaiah  34:6 

The  Glorious  Day  of  Castration  has  arrived! 

The  scrotal  and  inguinal  area  is  cleaned,  and  two  inci- 
sions approximately  the  length  of  the  long  axis  of  the  testis 
are  made  through  the  skin  and  the  fascia  in  the  area  between 
the  scrotum  and  the  inguinal  ring.     The  testes  within  the  tu- 
nica vaginalis  are  bluntly  dissected  free  from  the  scrotal 
fascia  to  expose  the  spermatic  cord  well  above  the  epididy- 
mis.    An  incision  is  made  in  the  tunica  vaginalis  just  proxi- 
mal to  the  cranial  pole  of  the  testis,  which  is  prolapsed  out 
of  the  tunic  prior  to  emasculation.     As  the  testis  is  pro- 
lapsed, the  tunica  vaginalis  is  everted  over  the  index  fin- 
ger, and  this  is  used  to  retract  the  cord  as  the  emasculator 
is  placed  around  it.     The  emasculator  jaws  are  closed  enough 
to  permit  elevation  without  accidentally  snagging  scrotal 
vessels.     The  testicular  artery  is  not  stretched  when  cut  so 
that  thorough  crushing  occurs  as  it  is  divided.     The  jaws  of 
the  emasculator  function  best  when  set  to  cut  the  cord  trans- 
versely rather  than  tangentially .     No  stitches  are  used,  to 
allow  thorough  drainage,  and  the  skin  incisions  are  left  o- 
pen  to  heal. 

Thank  you,  God! 

Glory  to  God  in  the  highest ! 
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Youfve  seen  him  on  The  Tonight  Show,  Arsenio  Hall,  and 
South  Porcupine's  Cable  10.     YouTve  read  his  name  in  Hurtig's 
Junior  Encyclopedia  of  Canada,  Colombo's  Deathless  Canadian 
Quotations,  Who  fs  Who  In  Ottawa-Hull,  The  Weekly  World  News, 
and  on  the  men's  room  walls  of  train  depots,  bath  houses,  and 
chic  night  spots  from  Flin  Flon  to  Fez.     You've  heard  him  on 
CBC  Radio,  Manitoba  Public  Radio's  "Polish  Journal,"  and  as 
the  narrator  of  the  National  Film  Board  documentaries  The 
Story  of  Lint  and  A  Day  Among  the  Hedgehogs .     He  has  been 
painted  by  such  great  Canadian  artists  as  Robert  Bateman, 
Michael  Snow,  and  Monty  Cantsin.     He  has  lent  his  name  to 
bowling  tournaments,  mud  wrestling  marathons,  and  a  treatment 
centre  for  victims  of  chronic  earwax.     Who  is  he?     (As  if  you 
didn't  know!)     He's  none  other  than  CanLit  superstar  and  in- 
ternationally acclaimed  heavyweight  intellectual  ENOCH  PADOL- 
SKY, ASSOCIATE  PROFESSOR  OF  ENGLISH  AT  CARLETON  UNIVERSITY 
IN  OTTAWA! ! ! 

Absolutely  everyone  in  Canada  wants  to  know  more  and 
more  and  more  about  Professor  Padolsky,  B.A.,  Manitoba,  M.A. , 
PhD. ,  California,  and  Honorary  Dean  of  the  Fashion  Institute 
of  Gdansk!  Well,  here's  what  you've  been  waiting  for,  Canada! 
THE  PADOLSKY  FAN  CLUB  NEWSLETTER  has  arrived!   If  you  are  not 
already  a  member  of  the  Padolsky  Fan  Club,  send  $20  today  to 
the  Padolsky  Fan  Club,  c/o  Dept.  of  English  Language  and  Lit- 
erature,  1812  Dunton  Tower,  Carleton  University,  Ottawa,  Ont. 
KlS  5B6.     You'll  receive  a  handsome  membership  card  and  12 
monthly  issues  of  the  official  P.F.C.  Newsletter,  bringing 
you  intimate  details  of  the  exciting  life  of  Prof.  Padolsky, 
including : 

"Padolsky  on  the  lecture  circuit! 

*Padolsky's  women! 

^Padolsky  fashions! 
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*Padolsky  books,  films,  and  records! 
*PadolskyTs  adventures  in  trendy  Ottawa! 

RUMOR  MILL:  Who  was  that  hunka  hunka  burnin'   love  es- 
corting actress  Margot  Kidder  at  the  opening  night  of  the  Ot- 
tawa production  of  "The  120  Days  of  Sodom"?     Could  it  have 
been  a  certain  well-known  Carleton  English  prof  with  the  ini- 
tials E.P.?    Our  informed  source  had  a  confidential  tete-ct- 
tete  with  Kidder  in  the  ladies T  room,  separated  only  by  a  par- 
tition.    When  the  panties  go  down,  the  women  spill  it  all, 
doncha  know.     Kidder  is  quoted  as  saying,  "Hefs  200  pounds 
of  rippling  muscle,  and  when  he  touches  me,  I  just  melt!"  And 
as  for  the  profTs  legendary  kielbasa,  Kidder  referred  to  it 
as  a  "destroyer."     But  what  about  his  mind,  Margot?  Kidder 
again:  "HeTs  so  fucking  intellectual,  he  makes  Trudeau  sound 
like  Jughead." 

Girls!  Have  you  ever  dreamed  of,  ahem,  "dating"  Padol- 
sky?     (Need  we  ask?)     But  you  probably  think  itfs  impossible. 
HeTs  way  "up  there,"  and  little  ol'  you  are  down  here,  right? 
Wrong!  You  can  date  Padolsky!  Here  are  all  the  super-secret 
tips  you1 11  ever  need  on 

HOW  TO  MAKE  PADOLSKY  LOVE  YOU ! ! ! 

*What  he  likes:  candlelight  dinners,  red  lipstick,  short 
skirts,  the  ingenue  look,  holding  hands,  corny  pet  names, 
light  classical  music,  women  who  wear  glasses  and  read  big 
books,  strolling  through  the  park,  ice  skating,  roasting 
chestnuts  over  an  open  fire,  pretending  to  be  a  tourist,  sil- 
ly little  gifts  like  plastic  Mounties  and  beavers,  chess, 
bridge,  light  S&M,  water  sports,  nude  wrestling,  and  home 
videos . 

*What  he  doesnTt  like:  hairy  legs,  morning  breath,  the 
punk  look,  militant  feminism,  people  who  are  loud  in  public, 
children,  dogs,  airheads,  hockey,  fast  food,  insincerity, 
pretentiousness,  church,  alarm  clocks,  bad  grammar,  women  who 
chew  their  nails,  women  who  flirt  with  other  men  (he  wants 
you  all  to  himself!),  and  co-eds  who  think  they  can  get  an 
A+  by  sleeping  with  him  (B+,  tops;  anything  higher  and  you 
gotta  study) . 
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*Padolsky ' s  preferred  type  of  woman:  Slavic,  18-40, 
5f2"  to  5f10M,  blond  or  light  brown  hair  (medium  length), 
grey  or  blue  eyes,  firm  and  fleshy  build  with  big  tits. 
(Don't  despair  if  this  isn't  you.     We  said  "preferred,"  not 
"exclusive.") 

So  now  you  know  how  to  turn  Padolsky  on.     The  rest  is 
up  to  you.     Tonight  when  you  go  to  bed  and  stir  the  honey 
pot,  you  can  tell  yourself,  "It  is  possible!  ItTs  not  just  a 
fantasy!"     Soon  you  could  be  in  Padolsky 's  arms,  feeling  his 
manly  muscles  around  you,  sheltering  you  from  the  barbaric 
world.     You T 11  feel  his  lips  on  your  neck,  his  tongue  wan- 
dering up  to  your  ear,  his  hands  inside  your  thighs,  moving 
slowly,  oh,  so  slowly  toward  the  steamy  swamp  of  your  most 
secret  desires!  He'll  whisper  those  words  you  long  to  hear! 
He'll  be  yours  at  last  —  forever! 

>\ 

BOOK  NEWS: 

Padolsky Ts  Historical  Source  Book  for  the  Ottawa  Valley 
is  a  must  read  for  all,  featuring  tons  of  fabulous  graphs 
representing  the  ethnic  origins  and  religions  of  every  town- 
ship in  the  Ottawa  Valley!  Want  to  know  how  many  Germans 
lived  in  Arnprior  in  1940?    Dying  to  know  the  percentage  of 
Catholics  in  Renfrew  in  1950?     Hey,  it's  all  there,  and  lots 
more!  It's  a  hefty  book  that'll  impress  your  friends,  and 
it's  a  great  one  to  dip  into  on  those  restless  nights  when 
insomnia  strikes.     Available  at  all  good  bookstores,  or  send 
$30  (plus  G.S.T.  and  $2  for  handling)  to  P.F.C.,  c/o  Dept. 
of  English,   1812  Dunton  Tower,  Carleton  Univ.,  Ottawa,  Ont. 
K1S  5B6  (sorry,  no  C.O.D.'s  or  credit  cards). 

■    Other  terrific  tomes  from  the  pen  of  Padolsky: 

Pasta  References  in  Italian- Canadian  Writing  (Oxford 
Univ.  Press)— $19.95. 

Punctuation  and  Cultural  Diversity — An  Exhaustive  Sur- 
vey  (Macmillan) — $9 . 95 . 

Postmodernism  and  the  Ethnic  Experience — What  Next? 
(Talon  Books)— $14.95. 

Acculturation  Options  and  Cereal  Grains  in  Canadian 
Literature — A  New  Perspective  of  Critical  Analysis  (unpub- 
lished)— photocopy,  $12.50. 

Yaroslav,  The  Friendly  Whale  (Firefly) — $8.50. 

FLASH!   STOP  THE  PRESSES!  Padolsky  the  prof  is  now  Padol- 
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sky  the  poet!  Move  over,  Homer  and  Longfellow!   Sam  Solecki, 
Chief  Poetry  Honcho  of  whiz-bang  CanLit  conglomerate  McClel- 
land and  Stewart,  has  just  revealed  that  a  contract  has  been 
signed  to  rush  the  first-ever  book  of  Padolsky  poems  into 
print!   Solecki  and  publisher  Doug  Gibson  are  keeping  mum  a- 
bout  the  size  of  the  advance,  but  it 1 s  said  to  be  in  the 
"high  six  figures."    A  press  run  of  one  million  copies  is  in 
the  works,  and  foreign  rights  are  up  for  bids.     Title  of  the 
book  has  not  yet  been  decided,  but  Solecki  is  leaning  toward 
The  Selected  Poems  of  Enoch  Padolsky.     M&S  was  kind  enough 
to  give  us  a  sneak  preview  of  two  of  the  poems: 

Mirrored,  Chained  Thoughts 

I  was  run  down 

by  black  squirrels 

left  , 

hearing  the  sound 
then  horses  came  round 
round  the  bend. 

The  Last  Polack 

There  is  an  earthquake 
and  then  ashes 
he  -pulls  down  his  pants 
It  matters 

doesnft  matter  anymore. 

•k 

PADOLSKY  STAR  OF  C.E.S.A.  CONVENTION: 

Prof.  Padolsky  wowed  'em  out  of  their  socks  at  the  Cana- 
dian Ethnic  Studies  Association  Convention,  held  April  1-3  at 
the  ritzy  Place  d1 Ordures  in  Ottawa.     After  accepting  an  a- 
ward  as  Canadian  Literature  Professor  of  the  Year  and  a 
cheque  for  $50  from  the  Polish-Canadian  Endowment  for  the 
Arts,  our  Titan  of  Academe  delivered  a  zippy  address  that 
mesmerized  the  audience.     He  said,  in  part:  "Debates  on  the 
extent  to  which  determinate  meaning  is  possible  in  language, 
literary  criticism  and  interpretation  find  their  context  in 
similar  discussions  of,  for  instance,  the  epistemological  im- 
plications of  the  Heisenberg  principle,  objectivity  and  sci- 
entific methods  in  the  social  sciences,  value  neutrality,  ex- 
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periential  versus  conceptual  analysis,  or  the  problem  of  re- 
lativism.    Similarly,  discussions  on  the  role,   if  any,  to  be 
given  to  authorial  intentions,  to  readers'  responses  and  to 
the  nature  of  textuality  and  intertextuality ,  can  be  tied  to 
other  disciplinary  problems  centering  on  subjectivity,  pheno- 
menology, agency  versus  large  structures,  semiotics  and  sym- 
bolism, or  the  textuality  of  academic  discourses  of  all 
kinds.     Or,  as  a  final  example,  analyses  of  the  extent  to 
which  literature,  literary  discourse,  literary  canons,  and 
even  theoretical  positions  and  practitioners  themselves  re- 
late to  and  reflect  (or  not)  social  contexts,  ideology,  or 
institutions  can  and  should  be  seen  in  the  context  of  other 
similar  debates  on  cultural,  class  and  ideological  biases, 
ideology  and  theory 5  micro  versus  macro  analyses,  the  deter- 
minants of  class  analysis,  or  issues  of  historicism. " 

Wow!  What  a  brain!  We  couldn't  even  think  of  words  like 
that,  let  alone  make  up  whole  sentences  out  of  them! 

Following  his  address,  the  audience  broke  for  lunch,  and 
Padolsky  and  an  unnamed  colleague  got  into  an  animated  debate 
over  who  made  better  kielbasa,  the  Polacks  or  the  Ukrainians. 

The  evening  session  featured  a  polka  contest,  and  natu- 
rally enough,  Padolsky  and  his  companion,  a  Carleton  grad 
student  named  Marta,  wiped  the  floor  with  the  competition. 
The  well-endowed  Marta  popped  two  buttons  off  her  blouse  dur- 
ing one  of  her  more  aerodynamic  maneuvers,  but  our  ever-ready 
prof  promptly  whisked  her  off  to  his  hotel  room  to  avail  him- 
self of  the  sewing  kit  he  never  travels  without. 

Music  was  provided  by  the  world-famous  Michigan  Polka- 
Tels,  fresh  from  their  successful  benefit  concert  for  the 
deaf  in  Hamtramck. 

>v 

PADOLSKY  TOPS  IN  STUDENT  SURVEY! 

Carleton  University  students  voted  Prof.  Padolsky  the 
most  popular  faculty  member  on  campus  in  a  recent  survey. 
89%  rated  him  Number  One!  His  teaching  style  was  described  as 
"unbelievable,"  "something  else,"  and  "as  inspiring  as  a  gas 
nebula."     "A  mind  like  a  crashing  locomotive"  is  how  honours 
student  Milton  Holmes  described  him.     And  several  anonymous 
co-eds  insisted  Padolsky  was  the  man  they  thought  of  most  of- 
ten in  bed  at  night.     "I'd  love  to  feel  his  big  love-thruster 
pumping  into  me  and  hear  him  talk  dirty  about  ethnicity  and 
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literary  criticism,"  said  one. 

Padolsky  has  sometimes  shocked  his  department  colleagues 
with  his  unorthodox  methods,  like  hurling  a  dead  beaver  a- 
cross  the  room,  stripping  to  his  shorts,  playing  the  accord- 
ion, or  having  his  students  crawl  around  the  floor  blindfold- 
ed to  simulate  the  quest  for  truth.     (Note:  Toronto  film  czar 
Eldon  Garnet's  made-f or-cable  movie  Seize  the  Carp,  based  on 
the  classroom  antics  of  Padolsky  and  starring  Arch  Hall,  Jr., 
is  still  being  shopped  around.     Won't  somebody  pul-leez  pick 
it  up?     Hey,  Family  Channel,  what!re  you  waiting  for?)     Is  it 
any  wonder  that  his  classes  are  filled  to  overflowing,  or 
that  students  deliberately  flunk  so  they  can  take  his  courses 
over  again,  or  that  even  hard-core  jocks  have  been  known  to 
skip  panty  raids  and  get  to  bed  early,  so  as  not  to  miss  his 
8  a.m.  lectures  on  "Kitchen  Utensil  Symbolism  in  the  Prairie 
Novel"?    Heck,  no!  Ya  gotta  love  a  guy  who  jumps  on  top  of 
desks  and  screams  stuff  like  this: 

"If  we  return  to  our  two  general  social  science  ap- 
proaches to  acculturation,  we  find,  not  surprisingly,  that 
this  awareness  raises  challenges  which  correspond  to  the  na- 
ture of  the  methodology  adopted.     Of  the  structural-macro  ap- 
proach, for  example,  we  are  led  to  ask,  in  the  light  of  our 
literary  critical  analysis,  both  how  well  such  a  model  can 
capture  the  perceived  complexity  of  group  situations  and  how 
well  the  micro  or  individual  level  is  taken  into  account  at 
the  macro  level." 

Said  Debbie  F.,  an  honours  English  major,  "I  just  cream 
in  my  pants  when  I  hear  stuff  like  that!"     (DonTt  we  all, 
Debbie!) 

* 

Ten  Secret  Facts  About  Padolsky 

1.  His  nickname  in  school  was  "Knucks." 

2.  His  favorite  food  is  cafeteria-style  meat  loaf. 

3.  He  collects  humorous  placemats  from  around  the  world. 

4.  He  enjoys  sitting  in  bus  terminals  watching  buses  arrive 
and  depart . 

5.  He  helped  write  Winnipeg *s  by-laws  regulating  kite-flying. 

6.  He  plays  golf  with  his  proctologist  once  a  month. 

7.  He  once  threw  himself  on  top  of  Elizabeth  ManleyTs  sweater 
to  save  it  from  moths. 

8.  A  stain  resembling  the  face  of  Jesus  on  his  underwear  was 
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blessed  by  the  Pope  during  the  Papal  Visit  to  Canada  in  1984. 

9.  He  doesnTt  need  insect  repellent  when  he  goes  camping  up 
north. 

10.  He  and  his  mother  both  model  diving  suits  for  a  Polish 
salvage  equipment  catalogue. 

j- 

EDITORIAL:  The  Conspiracy  Against  Padolsky! 

In  1991,  the  Chairman Ts  job  at  the  Carleton  English 
Dept.  was  temporarily  vacant.     Padolsky  was  the  obvious  man 
for  the  job.     Instead,  the  position  went  to  Prof.  Robert 
Lovejoy!  If  there  was  ever  a  blatant  conspiracy  against  some- 
one, this  is  it.     We  want  to  know  who  stabbed  Padolsky  in  the 
back,  and  who T s  been  keeping  him  down  as  a  mere  Associate 
Professor  when  he  is  obviously  the  best  man  in  the  whole  Eng- 
lish Dept.     And  why?     Is  it  because  hefs  ethnic?     Do  they 
want  a  nice,  non-ethnic  WASP  name  like  LOVEJOY  at  the  top  of 
the  letterhead?     Is  that  the  way  it  is  at  Carleton  U.?  Are 
you  personally  responsible  for  this,  Bob  Lovejoy?     If  so, 
wait  till  we  get  our  hands  on  you,  you  politicking  bastard! 

Or  how  about  Janice  M.  Yalden,  Dean  of  the  Faculty  of 
Arts?    Are  you  the  snake  in  the  grass,  Janice?    We1 11  skin 
your  ass  with  a  faulty  depilator  and  put  a  spiny  sea  urchin 
in  your  pajamas!  Or  maybe  it  was  your  lackey,  L.T.  Librande, 
Associate  Dean  of  the  Faculty  of  Arts.     We  never  did  like  his 
looks.     WeTll  be  keeping  close  tabs  on  you,  L.T.     You  won't 
be  able  to  fart  in  your  own  tub  without  our  knowing  about  it! 

And  then  there *s  Donald  R.  Yeomans  and  Samuel  F.  Hughes, 
the  Chair  and  Vice-Chair  of  the  Board  of  Governors  —  two 
more  non-ethnic  WASPs.     You  got  something  against  Padolsky, 
you  bastards?     Are  you  working  with  the  enemy?    We  got  a 
coupla  .45-calibre  bullets  with  your  names  on  them,  suckers! 

And  here's  another  possible  lily-white  WASP  conspirator: 
Richard  A.  Brown,  Director  of  Personnel.     You  make  us  puke, 
Dick!  Director  of  Personnel,  eh?    We  can  just  imagine  what 
dirty  work  you  can  do  with  confidential  files! 

Or  maybe  it  goes  as  high  as  the  President  of  the  univer- 
sity, Robin  H.  Farquhar,  another  good  Anglo-Saxon  name. 
DonTt  want  a  "dumb  Polack"  getting  into  your  hoity-toity  lit- 
tle club,  is  that  it?     (As  if  you  had  one-tenth  his  brains!) 
Well,  we  know  how  to  take  the  wind  out  of  your  sails,  dude! 
One  dark  night,  when  you  least  expect  it.... 
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And  finally  we  come  to  the  Chancellor  Herself,  Her  Royal 
Highness  Pauline  Jewett.     (Hey,  Hitler  was  a  Chancellor, 
too!)     The  penthouse  suite  of  the  Ivory  Tower,  doncha  know. 
Are  you  the  Mata  Hari  of  this  conspiracy?    Well,  lemme  tell 
ya,  we  got  a  big,  mean  nigger  here  who's  ready  to  MESS  YOU  UP 
GOOD,  Pauline!  PADOLSKY  LIVES,  YOU  DIE! 

* 

Coming  next  month  in  the  Padolsky  Fan  Club  Newsletter: 

-Inside  Padolsky fs  Closet! 

-The  Padolsky  Video — "Truth  or  Dare"! 

*The  Padolsky-Ziggy-Luba  Love  Triangle! 

-Why  Padolsky  Canft  See  His  Priest  Any  More! 

-Catamites  On  Campus! 

-Your  Letters,  And  More!... 


35 


SOMALI   PEEPEE  CAR 


The  land  of  Somalia  is  a  happy,  carefree  land,  despite 
the  absence  of  plumbing.     People  are  not  ashamed  of  their 
wastes,  and  neither  is  the  government.     For  many  years  now, 
Somalis  have  been  brought  together  in  national  pride  and 
neighborliness  by  the  nice  car  that  travels  across  the  length 
and  breadth  of  the  land,  carrying  their  wastes  away  while  si- 
multaneously giving  to  a  lucky  handful  of  young  people  a  few 
days  or  weeks  of  adventure  that  they  can  talk  about  for  the 
rest  of  their  uneventful  lives.     That  nice  car  is  the  Somali 
Peepee  Car. 

Here  is  a  typical  scene  when  the  Somali  Peepee  Car 
comes.     People  are  waiting  expectantly,  for  the  rumor  of  the 
car's  approach  has  reached  the  village  ahead  of  it.  Parents 
have  put  on  their  best  traditional  Somali  costumes,  swept 
their  little  mud  houses,  and  locked  up  their  tapirs  and 
goats.     The  children  have  been  washed  and  told  not  to  stray 
far  from  home.     The  young  men  and  girls  have  gathered  at 
their  favorite  "teenage  hangout,"  taking  advantage  of  the 
special  occasion  to  pair  up  and  perhaps  speak  of  love  for  the 
first  time.     The  old  and  crippled  have  been  set  out  by  the 
side  of  the  road  to  get  a  good  glimpse  of  the  car.     (Some  of 
them  may  once  have  ridden  in  it  themselves  and  have  surely 
repeated  a  thousand  times  to  all  the  villagers  what  a  grand 
time  they  had  in  the  back  seat  of  the  Somali  Peepee  Car, 
bouncing  over  the  picturesque  terrain  and  listening  to  the 
gentle  clinking  of  the  jars  and  pots  of  urine  and  feces  in 
the  trunk  and  on  the  floor.     "Yes,  yes,  I  remember  it  well!" 
they  will  repeat  excitedly.     And  it  is  so  even  if  their  minds 
have  largely  failed  them,  for  a  brief  sojourn  in  the  Somali 
Peepee  Car  cannot  fail  to  leave  an  indelible  impression  on 
natural  minds  such  as  these.) 

As  the  car  approaches,  all  begin  to  clap  and  cheer,  and 
the  women  make  those  odd  whooping  noises  with  their  tongues, 
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signifying  raw  emotion  of  any  sort.     The  car  comes  to  a  halt 
in  the  village  square  or  perhaps  in  the  shade  of  a  great 
tree.     The  driver  gets  out,  all  smiles,  and  doffs  his  cap  and 
says  hello.     He  is  surrounded  by  the  crowd,  shaking  his  hand, 
patting  his  shoulder,  and  oohi-ng  and  aahing  over  the  dust- 
covered  Somali  Peepee  Car.     Perhaps  three  or  four  young  men 
get  out  of  the  car  as  well  —  lucky  passengers  from  other 
villages  —  holding  small  jars  or  pots  of  human  waste. 
"Waste  from  our  village!  Our  gift  to  you!"  they  exclaim  and 
then  bow  with  pride. 

The  magnificent  gesture  does  not  go  unreciprocated.  The 
leading  residents  of  the  village  step  forward,  bearing  small 
jars  or  pots  of  their  own  wastes.     "And  from  us,  too!"  they 
reply  happily.     The  pots  are  exchanged. 

Now,  perhaps,  one  of  the  passengers  will  voluntarily 
give  up  his  seat  to  one  of  the  young  men  of  this  village.  If 
not,  he  may  be  persuaded  by  the  offer  of  marriage  to  a  desir- 
able virgin.     In  any  case,  he  can  always  take  a  bus  back  to 
his  own  village  after  enjoying  a  night  of  hospitality.  In 
this  way,  you  see,  a  few  lucky  Somalis  get  to  see  more  of 
their  own  country,  and  their  wastes  are  made  into  useful  sym- 
bols . 

(Of  course,  strictly  speaking,  the  Somali  Peepee  Car  is 
a  Peepee  and  Poopoo  Car,  but  just  plain  Peepee  Car  sounds 
better  in  the  tourist  brochures.) 

Only  on  rare  occasions  is  a  girl  permitted  to  ride  in 
the  Peepee  Car,  because  this  is  an  Islamic  country,  you  un- 
derstand.    If  her  parents  love  her  enough,  they  will  allow 
her  to  sit  in  the  car  with  a  male  relative,  and  they  will  pay 
the  driver  a  shilling  to  drive  her  a  short  distance  and  then 
come  right  back.     At  least  in  this  way  the  girl  can  tell  her 
girlfriends  that  she,  too,  has  "ridden"  in  the  Peepee  Car 
just  like  a  man.     All  Somali  girls  giggle  endlessly  at  such 
a  remarkable  adventure,  as  if  the  narrator  of  the  story  had 
been  so  bold  as  to  walk  into  a  bank,  or  remove  her  veil  on 
the  street,  or  attempt  to  play  a  musical  instrument. 

Now  I  will  describe  the  Somali  Peepee  Car.     It  is  a 
fine,  old  Mercedes-Benz  convertible,  and  the  top  is  down  un- 
less it  rains.     It  is  yellow  on  the  outside,  and  it  has  nice, 
brown  leather  on  the  inside.     On  the  dashboard  is  a  little 
flag  of  Somalia  and  a  photograph  of  the  President.     The  car 
has  big,  handsome  tires  with  different  hubcaps  representing 
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the  different  ethnic  groups  of  Somalia:  Somali,  Bantu,  Arab, 
and  European  (the  spare  tire  has  the  Asian  hubcap) .     The  hood 
ornament  is  a  gold-plated  eagle  —  an  idea  of  the  President. 
The  driver  is  personally  appointed  by  the  President  as  well 
and  is  usually  a  cousin  or  in-law. 

Somalia  still  has  its  one  and  only  original  Peepee  Car, 
dating  back  to  1960,  when  the  former  British  and  Italian  So- 
malilands  were  united  as  a  new  country.     The  car  still  runs 
well,  for  eager  mechanics  all  over  the  country  do  all  that  is 
necessary  to  keep  it  so  and  do  not  think  of  charging  the  So- 
mali Peepee  Car  Company  a  penny.     (The  Somali  Peepee  Car  Com- 
pany is  wholly  owned  by  the  President  and  has  its  own  garage 
in  the  capital  of  Mogadishu  with  its  name  in  bright  pink  let- 
ters on  the  door.) 

Every  young  man  in  Somalia  dreams  of  riding  in  the  Pee- 
pee Car  someday.     They  think  of  it  as  the  great  event  that 
will  change  their  lives.     Should  there  not  be  such  a  hope  in 
a  land  where  people  are  poor  and  have  no  shopping  malls  to 
hang  out  in?    These  are  simple  folk  who  wish  only  to  spend 
their  shillings  on  local  kraluba  and  ekveks  and  then  dance  in 
circles  and  laugh  and  sing  until  it  is  time  to  grow  old  and 
die.     Ah,  Youth!  Ah,  Somalia! 

And  so  we  shall  let  one  lucky  young  Somali  named  Haroun 
tell  us  in  his  own  words  about  the  Great  Event  of  his  life: 

"Every  day  I  filled  my  glass  jar  with  my  new  waste  so  as 
to  have  it  fresh  just  in  case  the  Peepee  Car  should  come  to 
our  village.     At  night  I  would  lay  my  head  upon  my  straw  mat 
and  imagine  what  it  would  be  like  to  ride  in  it.     Would  it  go 
as  fast  as  a  bird?    Would  I  be  afraid?    Would  it  make  a  wrong 
turn  and  drive  off  the  edge  of  the  earth? 

"My  father  was  a  mean  man  who  scolded  me  daily  to  go  and 
find  work  in  the  nearby  town  at  the  pencil  factory,  or  else 
in  one  of  the  uranium  mines  or  tobacco  plantations.  Father 
would  come  home  drunk,  tear  the  hut  apart,  and  kick  the 
goats.     He  would  curse  and  call  me  a  lazy  camel.     Then  he 
would  fall  asleep.     My  mother  would  sit  by  the  stone  oven  and 
bake  vlapis  all  day  and  keep  her  eyes  lowered.     I  had  had 
three  years  of  school  and  could  read  and  write  a  little,  but 
I  was  too  restless  to  settle  down  to  any  work.     I  wanted  ad- 
venture. 

"I  thought,  if  I,  Haroun,  could  get  away  in  the  Peepee 
Car,  I  would  be  the  Big  Man  of  the  village,  and  all  the  girls 
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would  want  me  for  a  husband.     Or  even  better,  I  could  go  to 
the  capital  and  be  a  rich  man  and  marry  a  pretty  wife  and  own 
a  dozen  cows  and  many  expensive  suits. 

"Then  the  miracle  occurred!  The  Peepee  Car  —  the  one 
that  is  of  our  country,  SOMALIA!  —  came  to  our  village!  The 
commotion  awoke  me  from  a  nap,  and  I  heard  the  sound  of  piss- 
ing as  people  began  to  fill  their  jars.     But  I,  HAROUN,  who 
had  a  brain,  already  had  my  pot  ready  with  a  large  amount  of 
piss  and  a  fine,  long  turd,  which  I  would  not  let  go  to  waste 
on  the  ground.     I  took  my  pot  outside  and  beheld  the  great 
Somali  Peepee  Car  in  all  its  glory,  parked  under  a  shady 
tree.     All  the  children  climbed  over  it  and  under  it  to  see 
where  the  camels  were  that  made  it  go.     I  knew  it  was  a  motor 
run  by  gasoline.     I  stepped  forward  with  my  jar,  and  the  dri- 
ver saw  me  and  said,   fThis  is  the  best  one!'    and  accepted  my 
jar. 

"A  young  man  offered  me  his  waste  and  said,  'Greetings! 
Take  this  gift  of  waste  from  the  village  of  Bacadweyn!'    f0h! 1 
I  said,   1 Bacadweyn!  A  far  place!  I,  too,  wish  to  see  far  pla- 
ces !  T   'Then  take  my  place,  by  all  means,  and  I  will  stay  here 
and  dance  with  your  sister. T     I  replied,   fMy  sister  is  only 
twelve  and  innocent,  but  my  cousin  is  sixteen  and  has  large 
breasts. T 

"And  so  the  great  moment  came  when  I  sat  in  the  Somali 
Peepee  Car.     My  jar  of  waste  had  been  placed  carefully  in  the 
trunk,  alongside  many  others  from  all  over  the  country.  I 
was  eager  to  go,  but  the  driver  wanted  to  rest  a  while  and  go 
behind  the  trees  with  a  girl  who  had  a  pet  tapir.     So  I  wait- 
ed alone,  feeling  the  seats  and  touching  everything.     I,  Ha- 
roun,  now  sat  in  the  SOMALI  PEEPEE  CAR! 

"Later,  we  were  on  our  way  —  myself,  the  driver,  and 
three  young  men  my  own  age  from  the  north  country,  who  had 
already  been  riding  three  whole  days  in  the  car.     'Somalia  is 
the  biggest  country  in  the  world,1  one  of  them  told  me.  fWe 
have  been  riding  all  this  time  and  have  not  come  to  the  end 
of  it.f     And  this  filled  me  with  great  pride,  for  I  realized 
that  I  lived  in  the  greatest  land  of  all!  The  three  lads,  Ha- 
bi,  Sami,  and  Hassan,  chattered  non-stop  about  their  trip. 
At  one  village,  a  prankster  had  offered  the  driver  a  bowl  of 
dog  turds  instead  of  human  ones,  and  his  neighbors  chased  him 
with  sticks  and  beat  him.     At  another  village,  a  married  wo- 
man had  shown  Sami  her  breasts  when  no  one  was  looking.  And 
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another  time,  they  saw  a  big  airplane  pass  right  over. 

"We  traveled  from  the  Galguduud  Province  through  the 
Hiiraan,  Bakool,  and  Gedo  Provinces  along  a  brand  new  road 
wide  enough  for  a  bus.     We  stopped  at  one  or  two  villages  a 
day.     Most  of  the  time  there  was  nothing  to  do  but  look  at 
the  beautiful  scenery  —  the  sand,  the  rocks,  the  bushes,  the 
hills  —  and  once  we  passed  across  a  stream.     I  was  amazed 
when  our  driver  said  the  stream  led  to  the  sea. 

"At  Baardheere,  Habi  fell  in  love  with  a  young  girl  and 
gave  up  his  seat  to  her  brother.     The  brother  said  he  would 
now  be  the  envy  of  his  village  and  would  be  able  to  get  a  job 
in  the  city.     TIf  you  tell  a  boss  man  you  have  ridden  in  the 
Somali  Peepee  Car,  you  can  get  any  job  you  want,1  he  assured 
us. 

"Then  the  driver  announced  that  we  lucky  ones  would  be 
traveling  to  the  capital,  Mogadishu!  My  heart  jumped!  Haroun 
in  the  capital,  Mogadishu!     fWe  must  give  them  our  very  best 
jars  of  waste!1  I  said.     The  driver  laughed.      'It  will  be 
somewhat  different  in  Mogadishu.     We  will  give  all  our  re- 
maining jars  to  the  poor  beggars  on  the  outskirts  of  the  city 
before  we  arrive.     Then  we  will  get  some  spending  money  from 
the  army  and  government  officials,  and  other  boys  will  take 
your  places.     You  will  spend  a  week  in  the  capital  and  then 
you  will  be  put  on  a  bus  home. T 

"I  could  scarcely  contain  my  excitement.     When  we  ar- 
rived in  the  capital,  we  were  greeted  in  a  courteous  fashion 
but  without  fanfare.     A  general  shook  our  hands,  gave  us  a 
few  shillings,  and  told  us  to  enjoy  ourselves  for  a  week. 

"I  set  off  by  myself  to  see  the  sights.     Such  big  build- 
ings —  some  with  five  floors!  So  many  cars,  with  lights  on 
the  streets  to  tell  them  to  stop  and  go.     And  the  people  did 
nothing  but  eat  and  drink  and  be  gay.     On  the  corner  I  saw  a 
beautiful  girl,  maybe  twenty  years  old.     I  fell  in  love  with 
her.     I  said,   'I  have  ridden  in  the  Somali  Peepee  Car,  and 
now  I  wish  to  marry. T     She  smiled  and  took  my  hand  and  led  me 
to  a  little  house.     It  had  electric  lights  and  a  radio.  She 
took  me  to  her  room  and  told  me  to  remove  my  clothing.  I 
did.     Then  she  removed  hers  and  lay  down  beside  me.  She 
smelled  of  perfume.     Her  skin  was  smooth.     She  was  very  bold 
and  took  hold  of  my  penis  immediately.     I  knew  that  she  must 
love  me  very  much.     What  joy  I  felt!  Little  Haroun  from  Dhu- 
usa  Marreeb  village  with  a  beautiful  fiance'e  in  Mogadishu! 
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All  this  and  a  trip  in  the  Somali  Peepee  Car! 

"After  we  had  finished  making  love,  I  said,   !We  must  go 
and  be  married  at  once,  for  you  will  now  have  a  baby! f  She 
smiled  and  said,   f Please  give  me  a  few  shillings  for  the  doc- 
tor. f     I  gave  her  all  I  had.     She  escorted  me  out  and  said  I 
should  come  back  the  next  day.     I,  Haroun,  was  the  happiest 
man  on  earth! 

"I  walked  along  the  streets  and  saw  many  interesting 
things  —  pretty  shops,  pretty  clothing,  bright  lights,  big 
signs  for  Coca-Cola,  soldiers  with  machine  guns,  and,  in  a 
public  square,  people  being  hanged.     I  asked  a  soldier,  fWho 
are  these  people  who  are  being  hanged?1     He  replied,   1  Rebels. 
They  are  against  the  government . '     '  Against  the  government? 
Why,  they  must  be  mad!  What  greater  country  in  the  world  is 
there  than  Somalia?    I  have  ridden  in  the  Peepee  Car! '  I 
said,  puffing  up  my  chest  proudly.     He  grinned  and  made  some 
joke  about  shit  that  I  didn't  understand. 

"The  next  day  I  returned  to  the  home  of  my  fiancee,  only 
to  find  the  place  deserted!  The  landlord  from  upstairs  said 
the  girl  had  packed  and  left.     He  said  she  was  just  a  common 
prostitute.     THow  dare  you  insult  my  fiancee!'  I  screamed, 
ready  to  throttle  him.     Then  another  man  appeared,  and  the 
two  of  them  dragged  me  outside  and  told  me  to  go  away.  They 
called  me  a  name  I  didn't  understand,  something  like  'village 
fool. ' 

"I  felt  like  killing  myself.     Such  was  my  misery.  Then 
I  sat  down  and  thought  of  my  village  and  how  my  mother  and 
father  and  sister  would  be  waiting  for  me  to  return  and  re- 
late all  my  exploits.     I  wanted  to  tell  them  only  good 
things.     So  I  decided  not  to  return  right  away  but  to  stay  in 
the  capital  and  look  for  work.     I  would  become  a  Big  Man  of 
the  Capital  and  return  home  rich." 

Haroun  concludes  with  these  remarks:  "I  can't  believe 
my  lovely  fiancee  was  a  prostitute.     Not  her.     There  must  be 
some  reasonable  explanation  for  her  sudden  departure.     I  will 
keep  looking  for  her,  even  if  it  takes  me  the  rest  of  my 
life.     Tell  me,  am  I  doing  the  right  thing?    The  landlord  was 
lying,  wasn't  he?    My  fiancee  was  good  and  pure  in  her  heart, 
even  if  she  did  hold  my  penis  like  an  experienced  woman. 
What  do  you  think?" 

Here  we  will  end  Haroun 's  narrative,  as  he  puts  these 
painful  questions  to  us.     Personally,  I  believe  he  is  right 
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and  that  he  will  someday  find  his  fiancee  and  learn  the  ex- 
planation for  her  sudden  disappearance.     Perhaps  it  was  some- 
thing the  doctor  told  her  to  do. 

At  any  rate,  since  these  events,  I  can  tell  you  that  Ha- 
roun  has  had  some  success  in  the  capital.     Upon  telling  a 
boss  man  that  he  had  ridden  in  the  Somali  Peepee  Car,  he  was 
immediately  hired  at  a  cigarette  factory  at  a  wage  of  three 
shillings  a  week.     There  he  met  a  young  man  who  wanted  to  be 
a  singer,  and  the  two  of  them  wrote  a  song  that  expresses  the 
hopes  of  teenagers  in  Somalia.     The  song  is  called  "Mogadishu 
Teenager,"  and  it  goes  like  this: 

I  will  someday  be  a  big  man 
Because  I  live  in  Mogadishu 
I  will  have  high  status 
Mogadishu  teenager 

I  have  seen  the  world 
From  the  Somali  Peepee  Car 
Now  I  am  ready  to  be  a  big  man 
In  the  fine  capital  of  Mogadishu 

All  the  pretty  girls  want  me 
We  sing  and  dance  and  are  carefree 
Our  happiness  could  not  be  greater 
For  we  are  young  and  live  in  Mogadishu 

(  chorus : ) 

Bright  lights,  happy  times 
Mogadishu  teenager 
Riches,  girls,  and  high  status 
Mogadishu  teenager . 

This  song  was  recorded  with  music  in  the  studio  of  Moga- 
dishu Radio  and  has  been  played  repeatedly  on  "Jonnie  Loukfs 
Musical  Extravaganza,"  the  most  popular  teenage  program  in 
all  of  Somalia.     Haroun  has  become  a  celebrity  and  no  longer 
works  in  the  cigarette  factory.     He  has  also  met  many  women 
but  still  expects  his  fiancee  to  come  back  to  him. 

We  here  in  Canada  have  nothing  to  compare  with  the  So- 
mali Peepee  Car  or  the  sense  of  discovery  and  achievement 
that  touches  the  lives  of  the  few  lucky  Somalis  who  are  pri- 
vileged to  ride  in  it.     Perhaps  if  we  did,  our  country  would 
not  be  such  a  cultural  desert. 
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When  you  meet  a  Somali,  tell  him  that  you  have  read  this 
story  and  that  you  know  about  the  Somali  Peepee  Car.     He  will 
be  delighted  and  will  take  you  to  his  home  and  serve  you  a 
nice  meal  of  ekveks  and  vlapis ,  with  some  kraluba  to  drink. 
Then  there  will  be  singing,  and  perhaps  he  will  have  an  un- 
married sister  for  you  to  dance  with.     And  before  the  night 
is  over,  you  will  exchange  urine  and  be  friends  for  life. 
When  all  this  happiness  is  yours,  do  not  forget  the  humble 
author  of  this  story,  who  made  these  things  possible. 
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He  did  not  awaken  in  a  strange  hotel  room,  with  an  empty 
bottle  on  the  floor  and  a  beautiful  woman  asleep  beside  him. 

He  did  not  put  a  gun  in  his  pocket  before  leaving. 

He  did  not  have  an  appointment  in  a  dimly-lit  bar  with  a 
powerful  person  representing  a  secret  organization. 

At  work,  he  did  not  find  anything  unusual  on  his  desk. 
There  were  no  complex  decisions  or  moral  problems  to  wrestle 
with.  He  had  no  power  over  others.  He  was  not  called  into 
an  important  meeting.  He  did  not  receive  sly  looks  from  a 
beautiful  co-worker.  He  overheard  nothing  of  importance  in 
the  washroom.  He  did  not  have  a  confrontation  with  his  su- 
perior, in  which  he  surprised  him  with  his  boldness. 

He  did  not  take  the  afternoon  off  to  keep  a  rendezvous 
with  a  rich  and  famous  woman. 

On  the  way  home,  he  did  not  fight  off  an  attacker  or 
rescue  children  from  the  second  or  third  floor  of  a  building 
on  fire. 

He  was  not  caught  in  a  crossfire  between  police  and 
armed  robbers. 

He  did  not  find  a  briefcase  full  of  money,  jewels,  or 
secret  documents. 

He  was  not  handed  coded  instructions  by  a  man  in  black 
to  take  the  next  flight  to  Tangier,  Amsterdam,  Paris,  or  Mos- 
cow. 

He  did  not  meet  a  beautiful  woman  sitting  alone  in  a 
dimly-lit  bar,  who  smiled  at  him  seductively. 
His  pager  did  not  sound  once. 

People  did  not  notice  him  on  the  street,  and  there  was 
no  one  following  him. 

He  experienced  no  unusual  physical  sensations,  and  no 
ideas,  fears,  or  recollections  came  to  him  in  a  flash. 

When  he  returned  to  his  apartment,  he  found  that  no  one 
had  broken  in  and  ransacked  it,  and  nothing  was  missing. 
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There  was  nothing  important  in  the  mail,  and  there  were 
no  messages  on  the  answering  machine. 

Going  out  later  to  buy  cigarettes,  he  did  not  observe 
any  crime  or  accident,  nor  did  he  chance  to  meet  a  beautiful 
woman  who  needed  protection  and  a  place  to  hide. 

His  lottery  numbers  did  not  come  up. 

When  he  looked  out  the  window  at  the  city,  he  saw  only 
buildings  and  cars. 

He  did  not  hear  any  strange  sounds  from  the  apartment 
next  door. 

When  he  climbed  into  bed,  he  had  no  premonitions  of  e- 
vil,  nor  was  there  a  crucial  deal  on  the  agenda  for  tomorrow 
that  he  had  to  think  about. 

He  had  no  dreams  that  would  prove  to  be  prophetic. 

Needless  to  say,  he  did  not  awaken  in  a  strange  hotel 
room,  with  an  empty  bottle  on  the  floor  and  a  beautiful  woman 
asleep  beside  him. 
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"There Ts  something  about  life  in  Germany ...  something  in 
the  air..."  mused  Karl  aloud  as  he  lay  on  the  sweet-smelling 
grass  of  the  hillside,  looking  up  at  the  blue  sky  with  its 
cottony  clouds.     His  eyes  were  as  clear  and  blue  as  the  sky, 
and  their  powerful  Nordic  gaze  pierced  the  clouds  like  anti- 
aircraft artillery  ripping  open  the  bellies  of  many  Lancas- 
ters,  sending  helpless  airmen  screaming  to  their  deaths.  "A 
love  of  leather... an  air  of  discipline...."    He  plucked  a 
dandelion  and  played  with  it  absently,  then  turned  to  look  at 
his  sweetheart,  Ilsa,  who  sat  within  arm's  reach,  looking  at 
him  adoringly.     She  sat  on  a  small  blanket,  and  beside  her 
was  a  picnic  basket  with  the  wrappings  of  sandwiches  and  two 
empty  bottles  of  Liebf raumilch.     "ItTs  the  smell  of  bondage," 
Karl  sighed,  feeling  hot  and  tumescent  in  his  groin. 

For  every  Teutonic  bully  there  must  be  a  submissive 
slave.     A  willing  partner  is  a  lifetime  treasure.     In  Germa- 
ny, the  cult  of  bondage  has  become  the  national  passion,  and, 
as  usual,  whatever  the  Nazis  try  their  hand  at  becomes  a 
thing  of  excellence. 

"Will  I  see  you  tonight?"  asked  Ilsa,  her  pussy  already 
wet  with  anticipation  as  she  imagined  the  sting  of  the  lash 
upon  her  ass,  the  ropes  around  her  wrists  and  ankles,  the 
rubber  dildoes  strapped  firmly  into  both  her  holes,  and  the 
weighted  clamps  attached  to  her  nipples. 

"Of  course,"  said  Karl,  smiling. 

As  the  two  lovers  passed  their  long  lunch  break  from 
their  jobs  at  the  Valhalla  Nuclear  Power  Plant,  the  clouds  a- 
bove  were  moving  in  all  directions  and  the  birds  twittered 
madly  —  and  they  were  mad,  too!  —  but  they  were  good  German 
birds  that  could  be  depended  on  to  fly  where  they  were  sup- 
posed to.     Meanwhile,  down  in  the  valley,  and  in  other  val- 
leys, and  in  still  more  valleys  —  for  the  number  of  valleys 
had  been  greatly  expanded  —  happy  blond  girls  in  pigtails 
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sat  with  their  handsome  boyfriends  under  walnut  trees  and 
drank  Liebf raumilch  and  ate  fallen  walnuts  and  sang  happy 
songs  about  having  a  picnic  under  a  walnut  tree,  or  about 
being  tied  up  and  whipped,  or  about  nuclear  power.     We  are 
talking  about  a  place  one  dreams  of  and  then  longs  to  find  in 
real  life  —  that  is  to  say,  a  place  youfd  kill  to  get  to. 
(At  least  I  would.)     That  place  is  Germany  at  the  close  of 
the  twentieth  century. 

Yes,  the  spectacular  German  victory  over  the  Allies  in 
the  Second  World  War,  which  altered  the  course  of  human  his- 
tory for  the  better,  was  an  object  lesson  in  the  superiority 
of  the  Nordic  race.     General  Guderian's  tanks  were  not  or- 
dered to  halt  within  sight  of  Dunkirk  but  were  ordered  to 
proceed  and  thereby  captured  the  entire  British  Expeditionary 
Force.     The  Battle  of  Britain  was  the  most  heroic  episode  of 
the  war  for  the  Luftwaffe.     Hitler  resisted  the  temptation  to 
bomb  English  cities  and  concentrated  relentlessly  on  the 
R.A.F.fs  airfields.     Operation  Barbarossa  commenced  without 
delay,  and  Hitler  allowed  his  generals  to  conduct  the  Russian 
invasion  according  to  their  best  professional  military  judg- 
ment.    The  German  Army  was  not  divided  into  three  parts,  with 
the  two  main  parts  being  diverted  north  to  Leningrad  and 
south  to  the  Caucasus,  but  was  allowed  to  proceed  intact  to 
capture  Moscow  before  the  onset  of  winter  in  1941.     With  the 
elimination  of  the  eastern  front,  German  forces  were  not  di- 
vided when  the  Allies  launched  their  D-Day  invasion.  Here, 
again,  Hitler  showed  keen  judgment.     Although  he  had  expected 
the  invasion  to  come  at  Calais,  he  reacted  immediately  to  the 
news  of  the  landing  at  Normandy,  releasing  the  Panzer  Lehr 
and  12th  S.S.  Panzer  divisions  to  General  Rundstedt,  thereby 
snuffing  out  the  landing.     Meanwhile,  German  scientists  and 
production  officers  were  allowed  to  work  together  effectively 
on  the  famous  "wonder  weapons,"  including  long-range  rockets, 
and  with  these  the  Luftwaffe  was  able  to  attack  America.  Fi- 
nally, thanks  to  what  was  referred  to  humorously  as  "Jew  phy- 
sics," Germany  was  the  first  to  develop  the  atom  bomb,  and 
after  the  dropping  of  just  two  of  them  —  on  New  York  and 
Washington  —  the  war  was  over.     These  exploits  have  been  im- 
mortalized in  the  many  German  movies  enjoyed  around  the 
world,  as  well  as  colorful  comic  books  depicting  the  brave, 
handsome  Nazis  crushing  the  craven,  inept,  and  degenerate 
Allies. 
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Since  the  war,  Mankind  has  been  set  on  the  path  of  pro- 
gress.    The  Third  Reich  has  turned  Europe  into  a  veritable 
paradise  —  a  paradise  made  possible  by  the  extensive  devel- 
opment of  nuclear  power  under  the  Deutsche  Atomkraft  Netz- 
werk.     Power  and  all  other  commodities  are  cheap,  and  work  is 
short  and  pleasurable,  allowing  citizens  of  the  Reich  to  cul- 
tivate their  spiritual,  intellectual,  and  aesthetic  dimen- 
sions.    A  New  Man  has  emerged,  ready  to  drink  the  wine  of 
Life  down  to  its  very  dregs.     There  is  no  strife,  no  poverty, 
no  unhappiness.     The  Triumph  of  the  Will  is  complete.  For 
this  we  can  thank  God  and  His  prophet,  Adolf  Hitler,  the 
Fuehrer,  who  died  peacefully  at  the  age  of  ninety  in  the  arms 
of  his  beloved  Eva  Braun. 

As  for  the  Jews,  those  who  were  not  exterminated  were 
exiled  to  America  to  fend  for  themselves  in  the  rubble  of 
shopping  centres  converted  into  subsistence  housing  and  poor 
markets  for  demented  scavengers  and  bargain  hunters,  and  a- 
midst  the  innumerable  radioactive  waste  dumps  of  the  Deutsche 
Atomkraft  Netzwerk.     Europe  is  pure. 

General  Stuelpnagel  of  the  S.S.  Oberkommando  Atomkraft 
stood  at  the  rail  of  the  mezzanine  overlooking  the  main  re- 
actor of  the  Valhalla  Nuclear  Power  Plant,  resplendent  in  his 
black  uniform  bedecked  with  medals  and  decorations,  his  boots 
polished  to  miraculous  reflectivity.     "More  power!"  he 
barked,  without  the  aid  of  a  loudspeaker.     "We  must  have  more 
power!  Maximum  power!"     In  his  own  mind,  his  eyes  were  hot 
coals  and  his  teeth  were  made  of  chrome  steel.     He  put  on  his 
fiercest  look  in  order  to  impress  the  tour  group  of  13-  and 
14-year-old  girls  from  the  Himmler  School  For  Young  Ladies, 
and  their  teacher,  a  delicate,  nervous  spinster  named  Frau- 
lein  Mueller ... .The  unique  blackness  of  his  eyelashes,  lifted 
so  strangely,  with  such  intense  unconscious  malevolence  from 
his  eyes,  the  movement  of  his  hand  was  so  odd,  quick,  light 
as  he  gave  orders,  so  easily  a  movement  of  shooting,  or  of 
flashing  a  knife  into  the  body  of  some  adversary,  and  his 
dark-colored  lips  were  so  helplessly  savage,  as  he  chatted 
with  her  and  the  students,  that  her  heart  stood  still.  There 
was  something  undeveloped  and  intense  in  him,  the  intensity 
and  crudity  of  the  semi-savage.     Something  smooth,  undevel- 
oped, yet  vital  in  this  man  suggested  the  heavy-ebbing  blood 
of  reptiles  in  his  veins.     That  was  what  it  was,  the  heavy- 
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ebbing  blood  of  powerful  reptiles,  the  dragon  of  Germany.  Or 
perhaps  I  exaggerate. 

On  the  floor,  the  technicians  snapped  into  action  at  his 
orders,  hands  pushing  buttons,  turning  knobs,  pulling  levers, 
squashing  fruit  flies.     The  control  rods  of  the  reactor  with- 
drew slowly,  raising  the  low  hum  of  the  turbines  to  a  roar 
and  sending  the  needles  on  the  gauges  leaning  to  the  right, 
into  the  red  zone  marked  "DANGER."     One  of  the  technicians 
turned  to  look  up  at  the  tour  group  and  their  escort,  Ilsa, 
and  gave  a  cheery  wave.     Ilsa  easily  recognized  Karl.     He  was 
a  tall,  big,  handsome  man  who  gave  the  effect  of  bigness.  E- 
ven  through  the  dark  safety  visor  she  could  see  the  insouci- 
ant curl  of  his  mouth  and  the  twinkle  in  his  eyes.     She  loved 
him  as  a  man,  as  well  as  a  bondage  master,  and  he  was  a 
damned  good  technician  besides.     How  he  accepted  the  danger 
and  the  responsibility,  like  the  good  German  that  he  was!  By 
contrast,  her  job  was  a  piece  of  strudel:  she  escorted  tour 
groups  like  this  one,  entertained  special  guests,  and  during 
the  long  afternoon  break  she  modeled  latex  rubber  garments  in 
the  Supervisors7  Private  Lounge  and  poured  sweet  wine  over 
her  naked  breasts  into  the  mouths  of  the  S.S.  Oberkommando 
officers.     Sometimes  they  would  ask  to  be  whipped  or  have 
their  toes  sucked,  and  why  shouldnTt  they?    I  ask  you,  why 
shouldn't  they?    As  for  Karl,  he  understood,  for  it  made  her 
all  the  more  eager  for  him.     And  it  was  something  for  which 
he  could. . .punish  her  I 

As  for  the  schoolgirls,  underneath  their  short,  brown 
skirts  and  white  blouses,  they  were  extremely  naked.  Their 
innocent  minds,  taught  to  look  upward  toward  the  realm  of  the 
Norse  gods  and  the  high  ideals  they  represented,  were  just 
beginning  to  sense  their  own  sexual  power.     In  due  course 
they  would  be  enrolled  in  the  Fesselnakademie,  where  they 
would  become  indoctrinated  into  the  ways  of  bondage,  flagel- 
lation, rubber,  and  submissiveness .     For  now,  they  were 
learning  about  nuclear  fission,  and  some  of  them  aspired  to 
become  great  scientists  and  engineers  and  work  for  the 
Deutsche  Atomkraft  Netzwerk.     Later  on,  they  would  make  The 
Great  Connection:  they  would  realize  in  a  flash  of  insight 
that  both  bondage  and  nuclear  power  are  aspects  of  what  the 
Fuehrer  called  Lebenskraft ,  or  life  force,  the  elemental  re- 
ality which  is  the  one  indisputable  fact  of  existence.  Just 
as  the  atom  unlocked  yields  the  overwhelming  power  of  fis- 
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sion,  so  the  id  unlocked  yields  the  overwhelming  power  of 
raw,  primal  sex.     The  neutron,  the  gamma  ray,  the  hot  tur- 
bine, the  whip,  the  rope,  the  chain,  screaming  flesh... all 
these  have  reached  their  ultimate  expression  under  the  banner 
of  NATIONAL  SOCIALISM!  HEIL  HITLER! ...  But  I  digress. 

Fraulein  Mueller  stood  nervously  behind  her  class.  In 
her  late  forties  and  never  married,  she  saw  the  giant  tur- 
bines as  gigantic  penises . . . . Yes3  she  would  be  forced  to  take 
giant  penises  in  both  her  vagina  and  anus!  Her  lips  com- 
pressed, her  hands  clutching  her  purse,  she  looked  off  into 
an  inner  world,  unaware  of  the  conversation  between  her  stu- 
dents and  Ilsa,  the  tour  guide.     The  power  plant  was  like  a 
bizarre  sexual  dungeon.     She  had  an  intense  vision  of  sneak- 
ing into  it  late  at  night,  stripping  her  clothes  off,  and 
climbing  atop  the  huge  cylindrical  humps  in  the  floor,  feel- 
ing the  warm  steel  against  her  pale  flesh. . . .Then  perhaps  she 
would  be  caught  and  punished.     She  would  be — 

"Fraulein  Mueller,  are  you  with  us?"  called  Ilsa  over 
her  shoulder  as  the  class  proceeded. 

"Oh!... Yes,  of  course,  urn,  Fraulein...." 

"Steinfort." 

"Fraulein  Steinfort,  yes.... May  I  excuse  myself  for  a 
moment?    Where  is  the,  urn...." 

"Back  that  way,"  said  Ilsa,  pointing,  then  with  a  series 
of  hooks  and  turns.     "Around  the  right,  down  the  hall,  then 
left,  then  right." 

"Thank  you. ...  Girls ,  pay  close  attention  to  what  Frau- 
lein Steinfort  says." 

"Yes,  matam3!t  they  replied  politely.     Like  all  good 
German  girls,  they  respected  authority.     Even  though  their 
teacher  was  unmarried,  they  took  it  for  granted  that  she  was 
privy  to  all  the  Mysteries  of  Life  that  they  could  only  spec- 
ulate about  in  their  typical  girlish  way.     (Had  the  Allies 
won  the  war,  itfs  a  sure  bet  that  by  the  end  of  the  century, 
young  people  would  be  specimens  of  irremediable  delinquency 
and  the  entire  school  system  a  picture  out  of  Hieronymus 
Bosch!  There  would  probably  be  interracial  dancing,  too!) 

Fraulein  Mueller  left  the  group  and  retraced  her  steps 
through  the  maze  of  corridors  in  search  of  the  washroom.  She 
was  desperate  for  a  cigarette.     She  found  the  washroom,  whose 
cleanliness  and  modernness  testified  to  German  superiority  in 
the  management  of  excretions  (unlike  certain  other  nationali- 
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ties  I  won't  name,  whose  toilets  are  holes  in  the  floor,  and 
yet  they  have  the  audacity  to  call  themselves  "cradles  of  ci- 
vilization" —  ha!).     The  teacher  went  into  a  cubicle,  sat  on 
the  sterile  aluminum  seat,  and  lit  up  a  cigarette.     After  a 
couple  of  deep  drags,  she  pulled  down  her  panties  and  enjoyed 
a  long  piss.     And  in  the  privacy  of  the  cubicle,  she  thought 
her  secret  thoughts.... 

Yes,  Germany  was  a  great  land,  but  even  here  there  were 
lonely  spinsters  with  unfulfilled  dreams  of  sex.     The  sexual 
repressiveness  of  Anglo  culture  —  the  source  of  all  the 
world's  ills  —  had  provided  a  useful  object  lesson,  and  so 
the  Reich  Ministry  of  Health  had  instituted  numerous  programs 
to  ensure  the  sexual  satisfaction  of  all  citizens.     But  an 
understandable  reticence  prevented  some  people  from  admitting 
to  any  unfulfilled  need.     Fraulein  Mueller  was  proud  of  her 
position  as  a  role  model  and  authority  figure  for  young 
girls,  and  she  did  not  want  to  become  the  butt  of  jokes. 
Besides,  as  you  have  no  doubt  already  guessed,  the  poor  woman 
felt  threatened  by  her  sexually  ripening  young  charges. 

Fraulein  Mueller  smoked  her  cigarette  down  to  the  filter 
and  dropped  it  into  the  water  beneath  her.     She  had  the  whole 
washroom  to  herself,  there  being  only  a  few  female  personnel 
in  the  plant.     A  visceral  temptation  took  hold  of  her,  and 
she  slumped  on  the  seat,  spread  her  legs,  and  began  stroking 
her  clit.     Her  life  being  as  lonely  as  it  was,  she  was  sus- 
tained by  moments  like  this,  making  her  body  do  this  pleasur- 
able thing  while  she  imagined  herself  as  a  great  Viking  queen 
surrounded  by  powerfully-built  warrior-consorts,  each  one 
ready  to  service  her  with  his  gigantic  and  perfectly-shaped 
love-thruster . . . .The  powerful,  degenerate  thing  called  life, 
wrapping  one  or  other  of  its  tentacles  round  her.     And  then, 
when  she  could  escape  into  her  true  loneliness,  the  influx  of 
peace  and  soft,  flower-like  potency  which  was  beyond  under- 
standing.    Out  of  the  fight  with  the  octopus  of  life,  the 
dragon  of  degenerate  or  of  incomplete  existence,  one  must  win 
this  soft  bloom  of  being,  that  is  damaged  by  a  touch.  Or 
words  to  that  effect. 

The  door  of  the  washroom  opened,  and  she  heard  the  heavy 
scrape  of  a  man's  shoes!  Then  she  heard  an  elderly  male 
voice:  "Come  on3  Fritz,  ve  fix  dhe  fluorescent  light  now  be- 
fore dhe  ladies  eome  in, "    And  then  an  odd  clicking  sound  on 
the  tiles  of  the  floor.     The  next  moment,  a  dog's  snout  was 
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poking  under  the  door  of  Fraulein  Mueller fs  cubicle.  "No 
drinking  from  dhe  toilet,  Fritz,"  the  janitor  said  cheerfully 
as  he  went  to  work  on  one  of  the  fluorescent  lights. 

Fraulein  Mueller  was  too  startled  and  embarrassed  to  an- 
nounce her  presence.     And  then  she  had  another  reason  to  keep 
quiet:  Fritz  came  into  the  cubicle  and  stuck  his  nose  right 
into  her  warm,  wet  pussy!  Fritz  was  a  fine  German  dog,  a  Wei- 
maraner.     He  was  a  credit  to  Germany  and  to  the  canine  equi- 
valent of  Aryanism,  and,  furthermore,  his  ancestors  had  no- 
thing to  do  with  the  Red-infested  Weimar  Republic. 

Fritz  began  licking  Fraulein  Mueller's  clit  with  a  non- 
human  expertise.     Soon  they  were  as  one  flesh,  throbbing  in 
ecstasy,  his  organ  stiffening  and  ready  for  her.     She  hadn't 
intended  to  respond  —  she  had  wanted  to  remain  chillingly 
unmoved  —  but  Fritz's  lips  were  too  persuasively  demanding 
for  that,  and  involuntarily  she  began  returning  the  sensuous 
pressure  with  fervour  that  shocked  her.     All  disconnected 
thoughts  disappeared,  leaving  only  a  throbbing  desire  for  a 
more  fulfilling  intimacy  as  his  paws  explored  the  satin- 
smooth  skin  beneath  her  lacy  top  and  her  arms  linked  lovingly 
about  his  neck.     Gradually  intoxicating  lips  inched  down  the 
side  of  her  neck  to  linger  against  the  soft  curve  of  her 
shoulder,  the  stimulating  warmth  of  his  body  kindling  a  fire 
in  her  blood  which  had  her  arching  against  him  invitingly  and 
murmuring  in  pleasurable  surrender  when  his  mouth  imperiously 
claimed  hers  yet  again.     She  tightened  her  hold  on  his  col- 
lar, drawing  his  neck  once  more  down  to  her  swamp  of  sex 
heat,  his  tongue,  textured  like  fine  sandpaper,  stroking  her 
erogenous  bud  to  an  electrical  ecstasy.     Her  hard,  frantic 
nipples  exploded,  her  buttocks  writhing,  his  short,  bristly 
fur  hot  and  moist  against  her,  she  moaned,  "Give  it  to  me," 
in" a  hoarse  whisper,  his  lustful  animal  eyes,  his  canine 
teeth  biting  her  playfully,  "Yes,  hurt  me  a  little,"  his 
claws  digging  into  her  breasts,  the  torpedo  now  primed,  nails 
digging  into  his  rump,  his  hot  breath  all  over  her,  she 
thought,  Fuck,  fuck,  fuck,  I'm  a  dirty  little  girl,  I'm  so 
dirty,  his  saliva  pouring  from  his  hungry  mouth  onto  her  bel- 
ly, her  anus  puckering  and  pulsating,  the  poignant  strain  of 
her  garters,  his  strong  legs  controlling  her,  teeth  and 
tongue  working  her  like  an  insanely  spasming  veal  cutlet, 
Grrr,  he  growled,  his  breaths  came  faster,  his  heaving  loins 
a  churning  engine,  his  tongue  in  her  ears,  her  torn  brassiere 
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hanging  off  her  creamy  shoulders,  his  paw  prints  all  over  her 
skirt,  she  turned  onto  her  knees,  head  over  the  bowl,  wanting 
to  smell  her  own  foulness,  she  wanted  it  dirty  like  this,  and 
he,  the  "best  friend"  now  turned  Master,  gorging  himself  on 
womanflesh,  mounting  her,  possessing  her,  turning  her  viscera 
inside-out,  and  then  at  last  giving  her  the  water  cannon,  so 
hot  and  strong  she  could  taste  it,  his  shaft  filling  her  like 
a  buzz  bomb,  she  was  a  meadow  of  flowers  crushed  by  Panzer 
tanks,  and  she  wanted  it  that  way,  that  was  the  way  she  want- 
ed -it this  prim  schoolteacher  who  daily  adjured  her  young 
girls  to  be  pure,  virtuous,  and  high-minded.     Wer  kniet  hat 
mehr  vom  Lieben.     Einladend  reck  ioh  ihm  meine  hinteren  Run- 
dung  en  entgegen.     Brauoh  nur  nooh  mit  meiner  Rand  nachzuhel- 
fen.     UUiii — ev  will  mioh  pfahlen.     Lust  und  Pein  in  einem. 
Das  ist  der  Sehwanz  alter  Schwanze,  der  da  in  mir  losorgelt 

She  lay  slumped,  semi-conscious  on  the  toilet  seat,  as 
the  janitor's  voice  called  out,  "Okay,  Fritzie,  dhe  light  is 
finished,  kommen  Sie,  "  and  Fritz  padded  away  happily  and  fol- 
lowed his  master  out  the  door. 

Gradually,  her  breathing  subsided  and  she  collected  her 
wits.     She  lit  another  cigarette  and  gazed  at  the  wet  panties 
around  her  ankles.     She  flushed  the  toilet  and  thought:  What 
have  I  been  missing  all  these  years? 

Germans  have  always  loved  dogs,  and  many  breeds  have 
been  traditionally  linked  to  Germany  —  the  feisty,  clever 
dachshund,  the  lean,  aggressive  Doberman  pinscher,  and  the 
strong,  intelligent  German  shepherd,  to  name  a  few.     In  the 
New  Germany,  the  Land  of  Nuclear  Power,  a  less  familiar  breed 
has  risen  to  prominence  —  the  Weimaraner.     Like  all  the  oth- 
er breeds,  he  embodies  the  best  qualities  of  the  Germans 
themselves,  but  in  addition,  he  has  the  unique  ability  to  de- 
tect radiation  —  a  fact  discovered  quite  by  accident  during 
the  clean-up  of  the  Essen  disaster  in  1995  and  confirmed  by 
scientific  experiments  at  the  world-renowned  Mengele  Insti- 
tute.    Yes,  the  Weimaraner  can  sense  radiation  by  a  means  not 
yet  understood  and  can  withstand  high  levels  without  apparent 
effect.     For  this  reason,  all  janitors  in  German  nuclear  pow- 
er plants  have  Weimaraners  as  their  constant  companions. 

Now  let  us  look  in  on  the  Valhalla  Nuclear  Power  Plant's 
janitor,  Eugen  Gliick,  and  his  romantic  dog,  Fritz.... 


53 


NAZI  NUCLEAR  POWER  PLANT  JANITOR  DOG 


"A  little  Schnaps,  eh,  Fritz,  and  now  ve  sing  dhe  old 
songs  of  dhe  Third  Reich. .. .Der  Bombenfliegermarsch. . . da-dum 
tata-dum  ta-dum  ta-ta3  tum-yadda-yadda-yadda  boom  boom. . . . 11 

"A-ooooo. . .a-wooooo. . . "  howled  Fritz,  snout  uplifted. 

"Gegen  Bviten  und  Franzosen. . .ya  ta-yadda  yum-bum-bum > 
ta-dum  deedee-dum,  ta-dvm  deedee-dwn.  .  .  .  " 

"OlOWWr.  .  .  OWbJWV.  . .  ooo-woooo. .  . .  " 

"Von  Finnland  bis  zum  Sohwarzen  Meer. . . rrrr-rum-ba-bum- 
ba-bum-ba-bum. . .vum-ba-bum-deedee-ay . . . .  " 
"Arf.  .  .  arf.  .  .  ou-iw .  .  .  arf.  .  .  arf.  ..." 

"Deutsche  Fahne  Flieg. . . la-la-la-yat. . .ra-ree-ra-ra-rum 
. . .  .ta-ta-ra-ree . . . la-la-la-yai. ..." 

"Yowww. . .  a-wowww. . .  raw/. . .  pcw/  " 

YES,  THOSE  GOOD  OLD  SONGS  ARE  NEW  AGAIN,  AND  NOW  THEY1 RE 
YOURS  IN  AN  EXCITING  SPECIAL  EDITION  OF  FIVE  CASSETTES  OR 
C.D.fS,  NEWLY  ORCHESTRATED  BY  THE  NUREMBERG  PHILHARMONIC! 
YOU'LL  GET  "MUSIC  OF  THE  THIRD  REICH,"  FEATURING  THE  "HERMANN 
GORING  MARSCH,"  "DER  TREU  FELDSOLDAT,"  "IN  TREUE  FEST  WIR 
SIND  DES  GEYERS  SCHWARZE  HAUFEN,"  AND  MORE!   "SONGS  AND  MARCH- 
ES OF  THE  KRIEGSMARINE , "  INCLUDING  SUCH  CLASSICS  AS  "RITTER 
DER  NORDSEE,"  "MARINE  POLKA,"  AND  "MEIN  DEUTSCHES  MADEL" ! 
"BLACKSHIRT  AND  BROWNSHIRT  STORMTROOPER  SONGS  AND  MARCHES," 
WITH  ALL  YOUR  FAVORITES  —  "THE  FUEHRER  CALLS  HIS  STORMTROOP- 
ERS,"  "SWASTIKA  ON  THE  HELMET  OF  STEEL,"  "WE  ARE  THE  FIGHTERS 
FROM  THE  N.S.D.A.P."  AND  "THE  GOLDEN  EVENING  SUN"!  YOU'LL  GET 
"EXCEPTIONAL  NAZI  SONGS  AND  MARCHES,"  WITH  SUCH  FAVORITES  AS 
"LIED  DER  PANZERGRUPPE  KLEIST,"  "VORWARTS  MIT  UNSEREM  ROM- 
MEL," AND  "MARSCH  DER  LEIBSTANDARTE  ADOLF  HITLER"!  AND  THAT'S 
NOT  ALL!  YOU'LL  ALSO  RECEIVE  "MARCHES  AND  SONGS  OF  THE  LUFT- 
WAFFE," WITH  SOUL-STIRRING  RENDITIONS  OF  "BOMBEN  AUF  ENGE- 
LAND,"  "GRAF  ZEPPELIN  MARSCH,"  AND  THE  MEMORABLE  "STUKA 
LIED"!  BUT  WAIT!  THERE'S  MORE!  AS  A  SPECIAL  BONUS  FOR  ORDER- 
ING WITHIN  THE  NEXT  HOUR,  WE'LL  SEND  YOU  TWO  MORE  CASSETTES 
OR  C.D.'S  AT  NO  ADDITIONAL  COST!   "FAVORITE  HITS  OF  THE  WEHR- 
MACHT,"  FEATURING  "SIEG  HEIL  VIKTORIA,"  "LIED  DER  PANZERGRE- 
NADIERE,"  AND  "LISA-LISA"!  AND  "FAVORITE  HITS  OF  THE  BROWN- 
SHIRTS,"  FEATURING  "DIE  WELT  GEHORT  DEN  FUHRENDEN,"  "DIE 
DEUTSCHE  ARB E I T S FRONT  MARSCHIERT,"  AND  "ANNEMARIE  WO  GEHT  DIE 
REISE  HIN?"     THIS  INCREDIBLE  OFFER  WILL  NOT  BE  REPEATED,  SO 
CALL  NOW!   HAVE  YOUR  VISA  OR  MASTERCARD  NUMBER  READY  AND  CALL 
l-(705)-748-8896!  THAT'S  l-(705)-748-8896 !  OPERATORS  ARE 
STANDING  BY! 
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At  5  p.m.  the  shifts  changed  at  Valhalla.     Karl  and  Ilsa 
strolled  happily,  hand  in  hand,  down  the  flowered  lane  to  the 
monorail  station.     Yes,  it  was  a  good  day.     Karl  made  a  lot 
of  fine  electricity  for  the  citizens  of  the  Third  Reich.  Il- 
sa impressed  the  schoolgirls  with  her  knowledge  of  nuclear 
power  and  allowed  a  visiting  journalist  to  look  up  her  skirt. 
Tonight  she  would  wear  stiletto  heels  and  a  latex  rubber  cor- 
set that  made  her  breasts  stick  out,  and  with  her  wrists 
bound,  she  would  hang  upside-down  from  a  pipe  in  Karl's  base- 
ment dungeon,  which  was  decorated  in  the  fashionable  death 
camp  motif.     He  would  lash  her  pink  buttocks  with  a  cane  un- 
til she  cried  and  screamed,  but  she  would  nevertheless  re- 
frain from  using  the  code  words  that  required  him  to  stop. 
Ah,  these  German  women  are  made  of  strong  stuff!  You  can  keep 
your  cock-teasing  Brits,  your  neurotic  Americans,  your 
flighty  Frenchwomen,  your  temperamental  blacks,  and,  above 
all,  those  ugly,  bloated,  stupid,  smelly  Burmese!  There's  no- 
thing like  the  feel  of  Kraut  ass  —  those  firm  thighs,  those 
perfect  tits,  the  look  of  Nordic  perfection!  There  is  no  sex- 
ual act  beyond  the  limits  of  the  German  woman!  How  she  turns 
pain  into  pleasure,  how  she  exalts  every  perversion  I  have 
ever  wanted  to  try!... Okay,  never  mind. 

And  as  the  incredibly,  idyllically  happy  workers  went 
home  to  their  sumptuous  dinners  of  schnitzel  (made  from  the 
sweet,  tender  flesh  of  little  calves  ripped  to  pieces  by  ra- 
zor-sharp cleavers)  and  potatoes  and  red  cabbage  (pulled  from 
the  ground  by  sadistic  farmers  who,  if  they  had  the  chance, 
would  be  ripping  apart  little  calves  with  razor-sharp  clea- 
vers) ,  the  birds  we  met  in  the  beginning  of  the  story  were 
retiring  to  their  nests  in  the  incredibly  tall,  majestic 
trees  of  every  variety  that  cover  a  large  part  of  Germany 
(especially  the  black  walnut,  black  cherry,  and  black  spruce 
trees  of  the  fabled  Black  Forest,  where  Black  Friars  bake 
Black  Forest  cakes,  and  Black  Shirts  of  the  Nazi  Schutzstaf- 
fel  run  their  fierce  boarhounds  after  panicky  piglets  and 
butcher  and  cure  their  flesh  to  make  the  Black  Forest  ham  we 
all  love  so  well) ,  and  the  equally  graceful  if  not  melodious 
bats  came  out  from  their  caves,  niches,  and  trees  to  fly  in 
all  directions  in  the  twilight  in  search  of  bugs,  imparting 
to  the  soft,  cool,  fragrant  air  a  suggestion  of  menace  that 
so  well  captures  the  essence  of  modern  Germany,  combining  the 
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natural  world  and  the  mystical  dimension  of  existence  into  an 
inaudible  yet  deafening  emotional  tone  that  resonates  like  an 
other-worldly  bell  in  the  true  Aryan  soul •  Whatever. 

General  Stuelpnagel  and  his  high-ranking  officers  have 
signed  out  and  are  on  their  way  to  the  monthly  meeting  of  the 
Thule  Society,  a  once-secret  occult  society  devoted  to  the 
ancient  Germanic  tradition,  now  primarily  a  social  club  de- 
voted to  the  consumption  of  beer  and  sausage  and  the  promo- 
tion of  a  league  of  youth  soccer  teams  representing  the  manu- 
facturers of  poison  gas,  waste  treatment  equipment,  industri- 
al robots,  and  giant  amphibious  skimmers  for  picking  up  dead 
fish. 

The  skeleton  crew  is  on  duty  till  morning  —  employees 
of  the  Deutsche  Atomkraft  Netzwerk  nearing  retirement,  suf- 
fering from  senility,  or  on  probation.  They  will  put  every 
switch  on  "Automatic"  and  go  to  sleep,  get  drunk,  or  find  a 
quiet  corner  to  play  euchre. 

Eugen  and  Fritz  live  on-site.     For  Eugen  it  is  heaven  on 
earth,  as  it  is  every  janitor's  dream,  to  live  in  a  nuclear 
power  plant  with  a  faithful  Weimaraner.     And  speaking  of 
dreams,  Eugen  and  Fritz  are  at  this  moment  in  their  little 
cabin  behind  the  plant,  dreaming  their  happy,  modern  dreams. 
Eugen  is  dreaming  of  Dyanne  Thome  as  Ilsa,  Janitrix  of  the 
Third  Reich. .. .Whip  in  hand,  she  stalks  the  power  plant,  ter- 
rorizing the  staff  of  cleaners,  making  them  scrub  floors  with 
toothbrushes  and  lick  toilets  clean.    In  her  secret  closet  of 
punishment,  she  makes  "dirty  girls n  sit  in  a  tub  of  ammonia 
or  ties  them  to  a  ladder  and  torments  them  with  oddly-shaped 
vacuum  cleaner  attachments.     Eugen  is  her  consort,  holding  a 
new  broom  as  his  symbol  of  privilege. . . . 

Fritz  is  having  a  dream  of  his  own.     He  has  a  harem  of 
bitches  with  human  vulvas,  or  hairy  women  who  smell  like 
dogs.     Even  in  his  canine  subconscious,  he  is  vaguely  aware 
of  his  historical  importance  as  an  Aryan  Dog  —  a  Weimaraner! 
His  dreams  are  always  blissfully  natural,  not  the  neurotic 
dreams  of  poodles.     But  he  would  fuck  a  poodle  if  she  looked 
at  him  the  right  way.     For  the  Aryan  dog,  sex  for  the  sake  of 
pleasure  is  permitted,  so  long  as  mixed  breeding  is  avoided. 
(But  you  probably  knew  that  already.) 

And  most  of  Germany  is  asleep  in  dreamy  dreams  of  inno- 

*Good  sentence,  eh? 
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cence,  and  the  moon  rises  full  over  fragrant  forests.  Ah, 
Germany!  Smell  the  perfume  of  the  night  air!   See  how  close 
and  bright  the  stars  look!  Hear  the  crickets  chirp!  Hear  the 
soft  gurgling  of  pure  brooks,  within  which  swim  the  most  su- 
perior fishes!  Feel  the  soft,  cool  breeze  all  over  your  naked 
body  as  you  run  unseen  through  the  woods  to  meet  the  light 
elf  Alfhild  and  lie  with  her  in  love  until  the  dewy  dawn! 

But  who  is  not  asleep?     Fraulein  Mueller!  Her  life  has 
been  shocked  into  a  new  consciousness  and  a  new  desire.  Un- 
able to  sleep,  obsessed  by  her  Weimaraner  lover,  she  has  ris- 
en from  her  bed,  her  nightgown  soaked  with  the  sweat  of  toss- 
ing and  turning  in  feverish  lust.     And  renouncing  all  her 
long-cherished  values  and  beliefs,  she  has  gone  out  into  the 
night  toward  the  Valhalla  Nuclear  Power  Plant,  moving 
stealthily  in  the  moonlight  from  shadow  to  shadow,  across 
fields,  over  hills,  down  ravines,  and  finally  sneaking  under 
the  barbed  wire  fence,  deliberately  letting  the  sharp  barbs 
graze  her  hungry  flesh,  6h3  sweet  pain!  Her  nightgown  ripped, 
she  has  boldly  entered  through  an  unmarked  door  left  unlocked 
at  the  rear  of  the  plant.     On  bare  feet,  she  has  walked 
through  a  dimly-lit  corridor  and  found  a  small  utility  room 
in  which  to  hide.     Without  turning  on  any  lights,  she  feels 
her  way  around  the  room,  brushing  her  bare  skin  against  every 
surface,  pressing  herself  against  cold  metal,  grease,  con- 
crete walls,  wedging  herself  into  tight  places,  and  placing 
various  objects  she  cannot  even  see  between  her  legs,  press- 
ing them  against  her  hot  love  gash. . . . 

Fritz fs  eyes  opened,  and  his  nostrils  dilated.     He  let 
out  a  little  yelp.     Eugen  lay  in  deep  sleep  close  by.  Fritz 
barked  again,  louder.     The  janitor  stirred.     MMmf ...  Fritz? 
You  vant  to  go  out?" 

"Arf!" 

"Mmf...."    Eugen  roused  himself  sleepily.     "Okay,  but 
you  go  out  for  dhe  whole  night.     Ifm  not  getting  up  again  to 
let  you  in  later."    He  opened  the  door  of  the  cabin,  and  the 
dog  was  out  in  a  flash. 

At  the  same  time,  a  red  light  went  on  in  the  control 
room,  and  an  alarm  sounded,  waking  up  the  operator  on  duty. 
"Huh?. . .Wuzzat?. . ."    He  looked  at  his  panel.  "Radiation?... 
Radiation?. . .Me in  Gott!...Hey,  wake  up!  Hey,  everybody,  wake 
up!"    This  had  never  happened  before  at  the  Valhalla  Nuclear 
Power  Plant.     For  some  unexplained  reason,  power  to  the  cool- 
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ing  system  pump  had  been  cut  and  the  build-up  of  pressure  had 
blown  a  valve.     But  where?     The  operator  dialed  Eugen  in  his 
cabin.     After  a  dozen  rings,  the  janitor  answered.  "Bring 
the  dog,  Eugen!  There  is  a  leak!" 

"0hy  Mein  Gottl  I  haf  let  him  out  for  dhe  night!  But 
don't  vorry3  he  vill  come  by  himself!" 

Meanwhile,  Fritz  had  found  his  way  into  the  plant 
through  the  door  left  ajar  by  Fraulein  Mueller,  and  at  once 
he  stopped  and  sniffed  the  air  again.     It  was  her\  She  was 
close  by! 

Yes,  as  you  may  have  guessed,  Fraulein  Mueller  had  inad- 
vertently touched  a  switch  in  the  utility  room,  and  as  she 
lay  on  a  bench  jerking  herself  in  gay  abandon,  she  had  no  i- 
dea  that  she  had  set  off  a  deadly  chain  of  events.     For  not 
only  was  radioactive  water  spraying  into  the  generating  room, 
but  the  safety  circuit  that  automatically  inserted  the  con- 
trol rods  to  shut  off  the  reactor  had  been  broken.  Valhalla 
was  heading  for  a  meltdown.     If  General  Stuelpnagel  had  been 
there,  he  would  have  known  what  to  do.     They  called  him  at 
home.     "I'm  coming  at  once!  Alert  Headquarters!"  —  meaning 
the  headquarters  of  the  Deutsche  Atomkraft  Netzwerk. 

The  night  crew,  now  fully  roused,  ran  helter-skelter. 
They  called  out  for  Fritz  to  guide  them  to  the  leak.  But 
like  Fraulein  Mueller,  Fritz Ts  conditioning  now  gave  way  to 
his  newly-awakened  instincts.     Between  his  trained  response 
to  radiation  and  his  sexual  response  to  the  pheromones  given 
off  by  the  feverishly  masturbating  woman,  he  chose  the  lat- 
ter.    And  you  would,  too,  if  you  had  any  brains. 

The  noble  dog  followed  the  scent  to  the  utility  closet. 
He  scratched  at  the  door  and  yelped.     Fraulein  Mueller  could 
scarcely  believe  it!  How  many  times  had  she  prayed  for  a  man 
to  come  to  her  in  the  night  and  been  disappointed,  and  now 
here  was  a  dog  who  came  to  her  automatically  without  even 
being  summoned!  Thus  is  the  love  of  a  dog  superior  to  the 
love  of  a  man.     And  certain  ladies  among  you  know  exactly 
what  I  mean. 

The  schoolteacher  opened  the  door,  and  Fritz  leapt  in, 
his  strong  forelegs  around  her,  his  tongue  licking  her. 
Their  lips  met,  and  she  fairly  cried  with  delight.     But  Fritz 
knew  there  was  no  time  for  that  now.     He  tugged  at  what  re- 
mained of  her  nightgown,  and  she,  misunderstanding,  took  it 
off.     Then  he  ran  to  the  door  and  stopped,  barking  at  her  to 
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follow.     She  trusted  him.     Yes,  she  would  follow  him  and  obey 
him.     He  would  henceforth  be  her  master.     She  picked  up  the 
torn  garment  and  followed.     He  led  her  to  the  exit.  She 
could  hear  distant  footsteps  and  excited  voices.     She  assumed 
they  were  searching  for  an  intruder  —  namely,  herself.  She 
feared  discovery,  as  would  any  spinster  schoolteacher  half- 
naked  in  a  nuclear  power  plant  in  the  dead  of  night.  With 
alarms  now  resounding,  the  pair  sneaked  out  the  way  they  had 
come  in,  and  no  one  saw  them  running  from  shadow  to  shadow 
across  the  flood-lit  yard.     Fritz  led  her  to  a  hole  beneath 
the  fence  that  he  had  dug  long  ago  and  that  only  he  knew  a- 
bout.     They  crawled  beneath  it  and  ran  up  the  hillside. 
This  is  madness,   she  thought,  but  how  alive  I  feel!  Fritz 
gave  only  one  brief  glance  back  in  the  direction  of  his  mas- 
ter's cabin  —  the  kindly  Eugen,  with  whom  he  had  sung  fine 
German  songs  and  shared  many  a  tender  schnitzel.  Goodbye, 
Eugen,  he  thought. 

After  what  seemed  like  an  eternity,  they  paused  to  rest 
at  the  top  of  the  hill,  and  when  she  looked  back,  Fraulein 
Mueller  suddenly  understood  everything,  for  the  plant  was  in 
flames.     She  knew  enough  about  nuclear  power  plants  to  real- 
ize that  the  plant  could  explode  at  any  moment,  poisoning  the 
air  for  miles  around.     "Come,  Fritz!"  she  exclaimed.  "We 
mustn't  stop!"    And  she  led  the  way  back  toward  her  little 
house,  and  when  they  were  safely  inside,  she  looked  out  the 
window  in  time  to  see  a  flare  of  white  light  in  the  distance, 
followed  by  an  explosion  that  shook  the  whole  house. 

By  the  time  the  principal  of  the  Himmler  School  For 
Young  Ladies  called  Fraulein  Mueller's  home  to  find  out  why 
she  had  not  reported  to  work,  the  teacher  and  her  beloved  dog 
were  out  of  town.     She  had  packed  what  she  could  in  her 
Volkswagen,  and  they  had  departed.     They  would  go  to  what  was 
once  called  Liechtenstein.     She  would  change  her  name  to,  oh, 
perhaps  Kessler.     Fritz  would  change  his  name,  too.     He  would 
henceforth  go  by  the  name  of  Blitz,  for  he  was,  indeed,  as 
fast  as  lightning.     In  the  lovely,  pastoral  setting  of  the 
former  Liechtenstein,  now  known  for  its  mass-produced  "flea- 
market"  paintings  of  snow-capped  mountains,  windmills,  dogs, 
and  famous  Nazis  of  World  War  II,  she  would  establish  herself 
as  a  tutor  and  earn  a  decent  living.     And  in  their  new  home, 
she  and  Blitz  would  break  the  barriers  of  love  between  woman 
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and  dog.     She  would  wear  latex  rubber  garments  and  invent 
ingenious  methods  of  self-bondage;  and  Blitz  would  enjoy  the 
privileges  of  a  human  while  exercising  all  his  natural  ani- 
mal instincts.     Their  nights  would  be  endless  bliss,  and  even 
the  gods  in  Asgard  would  envy  their  contentment.  Indeed, 
theirs  would  someday  be  the  great  classic  love  story  of  the 
Third  Reich  —  if  only  some  brave  author  would  come  along  and 
write  it. 
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